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Chapter Five

The dull buzz of his electric shaver filledeouthgate’s-
bathroom. He was about his morning ablutions, First the shave,
then the teeth, then the shower, It was a routine that had filled
the first hours of his wakefulness for years, just like his accustomed
breakfast of orange juice, two scrambled eggs, a slice of toast and
coffee.

He could smell the pleasant aroma of brewing coffee as it>wafted
upwards from the first floor kitchen. Southgate always went down and
turned on his automatic coffee maker first thing. -

Back uﬁstairs now, he stood before the mirror, naked except for a large, downy
towel draped arouhd his mid-section, and moved the shaver deftly across

his jaw and cheeks without giving'a thought to its direction.‘Up and

. down, back and forth. He wondered how many miles the motion covered

in a lifetime.
He bet a mime like Chaplin could build an entire scene around

the ri’oual;




29

Southgate héd awakened that morning gffer thevfilm festival
thinking about'Chaplin’again. Timeless. Farcicgl, True to 1ife..All’
thoée words fit his performance.

Téo bad. his grave had been robied.

Souﬁhgate paused, 1lifting the shaver from his face. Suddenly,

" his thoughts were like the ingredients of a cake batter épinning
heedlessly in an glectric mixer. One tumbled over anothef until
separétély'ﬁhey were indistinquishable. One second he was thinking of
Chaplin, the next his mind was on Elvis lying peacefully in his own
grave just across town. .

nI111 be damed," SOuth_gate' mumbled to himself.

Up and dbwn. Back and férth. The shaver was moving aghin.
Southgate burroﬁed it into his chin,:dewhiskering a little patch at
a time, He liked a élose shave. There were spells when he considered
»going’ﬁack to-a safety rézor, replete with shaving creanm and double

edged blades. » |

| Southgate began to hum, "....look sharp.i....feel sharp......be
sharp." He séng those words he could remember. They went back to his
childhpod in Wabasha when they filled the auwtumn airwaves each-wofld

.

series.



He thought of Elvis again, a serene reflection almost
spiritual in nature, a$ if Elvis were encouraging him, 4 tranquility
settled over Southgate. the shaver pﬁshed across his cheeks, The strokes
were light and even,

Slowly, the unthinkable became thinkable. Southgate found himself
»beginning to sort things out in his mind, to formulate a plan of
action. He looked in the mirror, raised an -eyebrow and saluted himself
with a lopsided grin. Ponder Elvis. Mimmic Elvis., Borrow Elvis,

.Southgaté turned off his shaver and ran a hand over the skin
around his jaw. Satisfied, he'placed the razor on a shelf hung cn the
wall at the end of the off-white formica-covered-cabinet with the doublé
emeral green wash basins. He,grabbéd his toothbrush and squeezed the paste
out of the tube cnto the bristles, then he moved the bfush vigorously
over his upper and lower rows of still white teeth.

Borrow Elvis, It was a million dollar idea, maybe more, and

Southgate was strapped for money, Crlppled without a proper cash flow,
as the bankers say. Southgate had thought until the last few ménths that
he'd done well in life, that he'd reached the plateau of his ablllty and
style. It had been the best of all possible worlds but he wouldn't be able
to afford it much longer. That millions of his fellow Americans were in
the same boat was of little satisfaction,

A second corisideration occurred to him, It'wouid be the perfect way
to make a monkey out of Weber, perhaps eliminate him from the governor's race.

As district attorney general, he would certainty be wvulnerable politically

if his investigation yielded no cuplrits for trial.
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Borrow Elvis, It would haﬁe to be a class. act, nothing less,

Southgate thought. A world class performer like Elvis deserved that,
No gaudy pick and shovel operation, no siree, The undertaking would
have to be worthy of the man, possess a flair people would

appreciate,

It would also have to be worthy of Southgate, He had his own’
stétus to consider, too, not only in regard to style but the booty.
Especially, the booty. If Southgate had learned one lesson from his
study of law it was that if you're going to indulge in 1arceﬁy do it
on a grand, grand scale. If he failed now on that score, he'd have only |
‘hinself to blame. |

Southgate hung up his toothbrnshxand a8tripped the towel from
his‘waist. Inside the shower he lingered in the steam as a siream of
hot water played on thé small of his back, Then he dressed quickly and ate

breakfast. Already, it had been quite a morning.

It was nearly nine o'elock when Southgate turned into his parking
place;outside of 0ld ¥ain., By then, the sun was well up and the air had
begun to warm, The sky was cloudless, SouthgataAdecided to leave the top

down on his convertible.
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As he eased out and closed the door, ﬁe saw IN's beautiful,
: 1Qng legs pumping toward him in the distance., She waved and increased
her pace slightly. Where does she get all that energf, Southgate
- wondered, At times, and this was one, he thought she might be capable
of making love all night, then running all day.
"Hey, Brax," she called out as she neared him, Elvie at her heels.
The wordsbhad a lyrical sound. She was wearing her white shorts
and gray "Delta Sleeping Team" jacket again, plus the customary earphones.
She siipped off the one on her left ear when she reached his side and the
music came tumbling out.
ell, since my baby left me
I found a new place to dwell
It's down at the end of lonely sireet
It's heartbreak hotel."
‘It was Elvis again, Southgate. listened with interest. His
- perspective had changed since yesterdéy. He was an Elvis fan now, A
néw bond existed between them, IN twisted a sm2ll wheel on her porteble
cassé%te'player‘aﬁdtthe tune.faded away. ‘ A
"I-iooked for yoﬁﬁﬁhen I left home," Southgate said. "Thought

you might want a ride,"®
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"Drove myself to the library early. I like to work some
’before'joggiﬁg." IN glanced at Southgate's briefcase. "TCBing I
. Bee," | |

™What?"

WTCB, Stands for take or taking care of business depending upon
how you use it. It was an expreséion of Elvis! when he and his boys
had work to do.™ |

"Very appropriate," Southgate replied. A thin smile crossed
his l1lips.

"Elvis gave them all sunglasses with‘TCB in capital letters‘
on the side of the earpieces," IN cantinued. "There's a pair in the
memorabilia at the library. I'll show them to you sometime.“

nI'd like té see them.," N

IN looked at Southgate closely, "Well, that's a switch."

Southgate grinned, "Yea-a-a-a-h,"’

IN didn't pursue the subject. "Still grading exams3" she
asked, v

" "Almost through.">

"In time for lunch?”
Southgate hesitated, "1'm notrsure. I might work right on through

- until I finish,"

r
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My God," IN exclaimed, laughing. "Your whole llving pattern
is "ch;;nging. Skipping lunch. in interest in BElvis," She tossed back
her head. "Unheard of,!" |

An awkwardisilence followed, A breeze came softly from the
SOuthwest, rustling LN's hair.

"About-lﬁnch," Southgate said finally. "I think I'11 skip it.
But I appreciate the invitation."
"Suit yourself."
"Itd likeAté get away by mideaiternocn. Need to run an
errand," |
"I‘ll'See jou later then. Give me a call‘when you geﬁ home,
"Iill do," Southgate promised.

LN smiled and tuned up the volume again on her sig0eo

cassette,

"Tomorrow will be too late
It's now or never, my love won't wait.”

She slipped the earphone back on over her left ear and jogged

away, her head swaying in time to the music.
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As soon as he was inside of his office, Southgate reached
for the yellow paged classified telephéne director;’s He thumbed through
it until he found the section for Memphis amusements and historical
sites. His finger slid quickly down th\e column to Graceland, the name
of Elvis Presley's longtime home.‘ He dialed gnd waited.

"Hello," he said after a few seconds, "Is Graceland open to the
public?"

"From rinz to four daily, except on Eonday," a soft feminire voice
replied. "The gravesite only."

"Thank you," Sout.hgaté sald. As an afterthought he asked, "Is there

an admission charge?"

"Oh, no,"

Well, phank you again."

"Tou're quite.welcome,."

- -Southgate pub down the receiver and glanced at his watch. He

had approximately four hours of work ahead of him on the exam papers.
The drive out to Elvis ' estate would add another thirty to Vforty minutes., |
 If everything went as scheduled he should be at Gréceland- around’_‘t}wo-thirty.

Southgate took the First exam on the pile and went to work.

ARV A YR YY) DN ae e :
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Chanter Six

As the crow flies, The Delta college campus is about eight

miles from Graceland. In between them is a low rolling metropolitan

area typical of American cities everywhere. Some of it's old, some of

it new, some of it residential, scme if it iﬁdustry. SoméAparts are
pretty; others are ugly.
-‘They."ro all haples s victims of the ever changing ideas and
moods of a city‘é residents. |
The college is in east Hemphis aboﬁt “seven miles from the
Milssissippi rivef. As Wemphis gréw it pushed east more than other

directions and even today this is the most affluent section of the

city. The seventy acre campus, uhaded by maples and uvcamores, sits pretty

mich in the middle of this wealth on a str41ght line due east of
dowmtovm.

Once the downton was vibrant with.activity‘and there are signs
it will be again. Its office skyscrapers jutbing heaverward on the
Chickasaw bluffs above the big river's muddy waiers are still the marker
for all other Hemphis locations'éprawling out below them.

Graceland is six miles or so south and a little east of

dovmtoun,



37

Southgate had never visited the famed estate although IN
had coaxed him to go along with her from time to time. He'd always
refused, He'd never even driven by the entrance on U.S. 51 as the
‘highway heads south into Mississippi towards Batesville.
Now, he was anxious to get started, He scrawled a B4on
the top' of the first page of the blue book on the desk before him
and closed its ccvér. The last mid-semester exam was graded. There would
be no more tests for him to mark until finals two mon’ohs. awgy. Southgate
always graded the big tests at mid-term and finals himself. His student
assistants hanciled the pop quizzes in-between,
A few studenits considered Southgate a tough grader, but as
college professors go, he was about average., He was fair and over the
years he seldom, if evér, actually looked at the nams on the exam, He
gradéd it and. tossed it onto a pile for an assistant %o sort out and
record.
vTha"c. isn't to say, he didn't have favorite pupils from time %o
time, But this atiraction was based almost always on cléssroom pari;icipat.ion
and within a few vears after graduation he aLnos_*b always lost treck of them as

new classes. came forward.
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One exception was John Parron, bright and gregarious, who'd become :

an assistant district attorney general in Shelby‘county. For the last year,
ihe young graduate had expressed misgivings to Southgate about Weber. He had
no proof of wrongdoing, Parron said, but there was a.pattern of going easy
on gamblers that bothered him, He told Southgate *that S Rl

.a- . . evidence was often destroyed and charges reduced. Thers were office
rumors that Weber talked on occasion by phone with Memphis gangland figures. It
was Parron who'd told Sbuthgate that it smacked of payoffs, Everyone knew that
~ Weber lived in a stylé well beyond his salary, but he'd had a lucrative private

law practice before becoming Shelby county's attorney general and his wife, of

ecurse, had money.
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The sky was sti]J.'cloudlesswhcnSouthgate*reached' his convertible,
In fact, since the toia had been down, he i‘ound the black leather seat rather
warm from the sunshine as he slid in behind the steering wheel. It was one-
thirty. It héd taken him four hours on the nose to finishing grading the
tests. |

As Southgate eased out of the parking area, he spotted the stocky body
of Togo Bridger, ﬁead of . the geology department at Delta, walking along the
sidewalk half a block away. |

"fWhere you headed?" Southgate called out when he was even with
Bridger.

' The geologist turned his head back over his 1eft shoulder, '"Well,
Hi, Brax," he shouted. "I'm on ry way to the gym for a swim." |

Bridger had the physique of a swimmer, He was barrel chested and
stremgth was discernable in his back and shoulders. He wasn't as tall and handsoxze
as his friend, but his fair hair framed a strong face softened by a humorous
mouth and eyes which seems to miss nothing. His brows always seemed arched in
vague surprise. | _ |

Southgate pulled along the curb and stopped. "Jump in," he said, opehing
the door. "The gym's right on my way. I'll give you a 1ifte."

Southgate and Bridger were old and close associates. They'd started
teaching the same year at Delta., Bridger was in nis mid-forties noﬁ and
divorced, with a son and two daughters, all of whom lived with their

mother in Amarillo in the Texas panhandle.
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'vBridger was from TeXaé, where he'd worked as a roustabout in
the o0il fields to earn money for collége. He knew geology from both
books and practical expefience. In his field, he was an expert.

"Finished grading?" Bridger asked as the car pulled back into
- the street.
"The last one just a few minutes ago,' Southgate laughed.
"I%'s a wenderful feeling,"
"It sure is," agreed Bridger,.
‘"Howiare-things otherwise?" asked Southgate.. _
Bridger sighed. "It's tough, Brax, with this inflation in
- double digits. I can barely make it with the monthly dild support
paymenﬁs and all, Ifm practically running two households. " |
"Can't Sarah help out?"
"Oh, occasionally. Sometimes I think the only solution is
to hold up a bank,"
"You do?" Southgate questioned, his eyes turnad towards his
companion, |
"Surprised?"
"Well, I think a lot of us feel that way,"

"Really?"
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Both men laughed. "Here's the gym," Soufhgate said,
puilingfup to the curb again, Bridger hopped out. "See you later,®
he said. ' | |

Southgate waved. "Have a géod swim,™ he yelled, driving
anay . |

Once away from the campué, Southgate zig-zagged through several
miles of side streets until he reached Getwell boulevard. Then, he drove
straight south;to'ﬁinphester road, turned west and cortinued pasb
Memphis International airport to U, S. 51, Aas he.moved south again
through the intersection, he saw the wnite on green .road sign which dcsignatéd
‘the highway as Elvis Presley boulevard.
| Southgate_glanced at his wrist watch., The time was two-fifteen.
Traffic was heavier now. He eased into the far right lane of the wide
thoroughfare in anticipation of soon reaching Graceland. The one <thing
he knew about the area was that the Mississippl state line was only a
few miles south of Winchester road. Graceland, nestled just inside the
Memphis corporate limits, would be coming up fast;’

Southgate saw the small crowd of visitors. clustered around the
Yusic Gate first, then the stone fence stretching along the road on
his left. AY thé samé time, to his.right, running approximately the same
length as the fence, he took in a line of shops with a towering gign in

front of them which read "Graceland Center.?



Southg;te pulled into the big parking lot in front of
the s tores and eased into a space with a full view of the estate.
Beyond the fence, a well kept lawn, its grass just beginning to turn
green again, stretched-out before him. The ground rose gently and he
could easily éee a blacktop drive as it wound through handsome towerihg
ocaks on its‘way to the mansion atop the small hill. The slanting rays
vof the sun, behind him now, playéd on the few dried up brown leaves that
still clung to the tree branches from last sﬁmmer.

A subdued feeling overcame Southgate, Despite the noise of the
traffic and the blare of Elvis records from the shops, there really
was beauty here. A quiet reverence, mixed with a suspended moment of
carefree happiness, hung in the air, It was as if a cocoon had been
dropped over that little piece of earth to hold the era of Elvis
Presley captive forever. |
. Southgate stirred. He left the car and walked to the traffic
signal opposite the Music Gate, where he waited until the light changed to
cross. One half of the gate,‘with its two metal images of a man playing
a guitar surrounded by music notes, was open. Along with other visitors,

 Southgate slipped inside and walked up the drive.
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After a short distance, the drive épli'b. One section
circled up in front of the imposing, two story Georgian mansion,
which Southgate could see clearly now. It was built of ocher Tennessee
limestone and woodr. He coxinted_six white pillars on the portico. Green
shutters decorated the windows.
. The other leg of the drive led to the burial site., Southgate
moved along, caught up in the slow steady stream of people moving to
and from the grave.v He was amazed there were so many. They were quiet,
talking in hushed tonsz., it times, the only sound he heard was the shuffle
of shoes on the blacktop,
He was just a few yérds from the grave now, which was set in
a terraced garden beside those of the singer's mother and father- and
grandmother. Sou‘bhga_té began to rake mental notes of the surroundings,
Over there was a dogwood tree, A few steps up from the garden toward the
ma.nsioﬁ was a kidnsy shaped swimming pool, its still water a glassy
blue-green.
| It must have been the ‘same when Elvis lived, Soutligate
- thought. He knew little about . the singer but he recalled that IN had

told him once that Elvis couldn't swim,
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Squ’ohgate walked up into the garden, where he saw. four large,
flat bronze and marble grave markers., Elvis was between his mother and
grandmother. The fourth grave was his .i“ather’s. Al]l were in ffénﬁ of a wishing
well surrounded by a wrought iron fence, in the center of the garden. Six fountains
bubbled up out of the water. Around the south side of | the garden
was an open Grecian Style temple of eight corinthian columns. Its
curving back wall held four stained glass windows,

Almost befofe he realized it, Southgate had noted that
Flvis! grave was directly in line with the third window, For an instant,
he felt self-conscious and awkard, He glanced around. Next to him, a.

“yoman smiled,

"Can you feel the vibes?" she asked. She was Southgate's age, still
pretty, a brunette with short hair and a wide, generous moath, "It's like he's
still alive, somehow." |

"T{1s the legend," Southgate answered. "lLegends don't die, ever.

Men die. But the legends they create become immortal.® Southgate.blanched.
He coul‘dn‘t imagine he'd spoken those words. 3111?’,.‘ somehow, he‘d blurted them

out as if, like the woman, he, too, was a true believer.



She looked at him clesely. "Say, that's beautiful," she
é;id. She was suddenly excited. "Do,jou come here often? I mean, you
sound as if you know a lot about him, "

"Not really. I've never been here before,"

"Me either. But it's just like I imagined, Ah..." she paused,
then drew a deep breath,

MVital,” Southgéte interjected. "Maybe that's the word you
want, It's quiet, but there's a vitality here with the people walking
-about, talking softly. There's a real presence, " |

"Say, are you a writer?" she asked, "Or a teacher?"

Southgate smiled amicably. "Just a fan," he said,

"ould you take my picture in front of the marker?" she‘
asked,

"Sure, "

The woman 1ifted the strap over her e ad and handed the camera
to Southgate. He checked the focus, then squinted through the viewfinder,
There was a click when he pushed down on the button, The woman walked
forward and took back the camera.

"Gee, thanks, You're really nice," She hesitated. "Well, goodbye
ncw,“ she said finally, turning away. Southgate watcﬂed rer walk over to
the wishing pocl. She stood silently by the iron fence for a moment, then

tossed in a coin,
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The water shimmered, Southgate wondered wha{. direction the
underground pipes came from. He thought over his comment aboui the
- legend again, He understood wny he'd said it. It was the legend that
would make his scheme viable., It was the 1egenci that would give it
substance.

The sun had dré_ppedfurthei* down toward the western horizon
new, The days were longer as spring moved northward up the great river
valley bub darkness still came early and would for another month, Southgate
took oné last look around preparétoxy to leaving. He took notice of
the informality that prevailed. There were no stern security guards
to keep pecple moving, nor apparently were any necessary. These visitors
to the.meccé of rock n' roll took' their pilgrimage seriously, Cbviously,
‘the"r 'd come to pay their last respects to a man they were extremely proud
_ vof .

Southgate glanced again, almost idly, at Elvis! marker. He chuckled
% himself. There, at the foot of the grave, was\ﬁhe-,syrbol" "TCB.M

As he 'wélked‘ b‘adc down the drive, Southgate did pass a guardhouse
about fifteen yards from the 'garden.‘ The officer inside was relaxed
and friendly and absoi'bed in a sideline of selling Presley family
albums. The séme informality existed at the guardhouse at the Music
Gate. One of the men, dressed in civilian clothes, posed for photographs

with visitors.
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"I bet you get tired of this," said the woman standing
next to him waiting for her friend to click the camera, He wasn't
a young mén; but his eyes sparkled. He put his arm around the woman
and gave her a hug,

"Some men are Jjust born lucky," he said, laughing,
Southgate studied him closely, Thé man looked vaguely
familiar, Southgate turned to a woman standing beside him Who was

also watching the photo taking Session,

"Tho is thgt, do you know?" Southgate asked.

Mihy, that Elvis! uncle, Vester," the woman reponded.,

"Yes, I see the: re°emblance now," Southgate said. The face was
sllghtly longer and narrower, There»were wrinkles but he did have
Presley features. No doubt about it, he's for real, Southgate
condluded

Across the highway in the parking lot again,-Southgate ambled
toward his car, then decided to get a cuwp of coffee. He walked on toward
the ﬁickory Pit, a restaurant at the south end of the shopping center
tha£ proclaimed on a side wall that it was open twenty-four hours a day o serve
the best smoked ribs in the world. Southgate hoped only that the coffee

was good,
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The restaurant was empty except for a lone couple seatnd.
at a uable near the window overlook1n~ uraceland 4s he sat down
nearby, Southgate realized that they were speaking German, The
waitress was a pale blonde woman on the far side of thirty, Southgate
noticed her ears were pierced, but she wore no earrings. She had on
heavy eve make-up coﬁsisting of black lashes and light pink iids.,‘She
approached his table.the instant Soufhgate sat dom.
"JuSt coffee, please," he said.
' She moved away to the coffee-maker and returned with the
glass carafe, A cup and saucer were already on the table, Steam rose
from the coffee as‘she poured,
"Looks good," said Southgate., "Nice and het.”
"The best brewed," the waitress replied. A smile wavered on
her face, "Sure you“woﬁidn't care for something else? Our apple
pie is fresh," |
Southgate shook his head. The couple paid and departed. Southgate -
noted a black light picture of Elvis on the wall behind the cash
register., A séuat Juke box stood £o bne side.
"I overheard them speak German," Southgﬂte said, He was the only

customer now,
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"Pegple still come from all over,™ She said, "Those tw were
from.a tour group. But it's not-iike it was when Elvis was alive, We
used to be,busf.twentj-four hours a day then." She pointed to the juke
box. "It has only Elvis!' records. Sixty songs, People ﬁould come in here
to plaj them and wait, hoping for a chance to see him, You can see the
drive from here, They'd watch for him fo leave or come home,"
"There were quite a few over thare today," Southgate remarked,
- pointing toward Graceland,
"Oh,bthis was a slow day," she told him. "Cnly a few thousand,
I'd say. Usually, there aré.twice'that many, Week-ends are still rezlly
busy. Saturday is a big day.’But now people go up to see the grave,
then l=ave. Thev don't hang around like they used to when they had a -
~chance of seeing him. The Music Gate always used to be packed with
fans milling around,"
"Some aré over. there now," Soufbhgé.te said, ncdding toward the
street,
"YTeah, but only a handful," She ,sighed, a wistful look in
her blue eyes. "It still grabs me, but not like the old days."
"He built quite a life for himself for a country boy," |

‘Southgate said,
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"If I'd known éxéctly what he had, I'd have bottied it
and ma.de a mill:‘i.on‘ dollars," the waitress said, Her smile was wide
and gentle., "But I don't think 1t was just one thing, It was
ev;erything, " she continued after a moment's pause; "Heck, a lot
of singers had looks and a good v§ice. Elvis had an electricity that
set him apart from the others."

Southgate nodded and sippéd his caoffee. The waitress gazed
out the restaurant's big glass windows at Graceland, She still held
the coffee pot in one hand, seemingly unconscious of its weight.
Perfume clung to her uniform and rmixed with the aroma of the coffee.

"So, you take this electicify, combine it with a southern
accent, a pair of sideburns, a scile as devastating as the atom
‘bomb a;nd throw in musical talént, " she said, "You pour on style,
- magnetism and wild'excitment, Add sweetness and love, his fans love
of him and his love for them, and vou have Elvis."

"Yeah, you. may be right," Southgate said casually. ‘

The waitress laughed, "You don"p Seem very enthused," she
said. She tossed her head petulantly.-"Maybe you could use a bottle

of my stuff.,n
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It was Southgate's turn to laugh. "You mey be right,"
he said again. He shoved his cup forward. "Meantime, I'll have
another cup of coffee.” |

"ihere you from?"_she asked,asvshé poured,
"Right around here, ¥emphis,"
"You don't talk like you're from the 8Scuth."

- "Mininesota originally, I just followed the river down here,"
Southgate drained his cup. "How much do I owe you?"

"Fifty cents plus two cents tax,™

Southgaté handed her a dollar, "Keep the change. You make
a-good cup of coffee,” |

Miell, thanks,»misfer," she said. "Come back, now,"

For a man in financial purgatory,'Squthgate had been venf
generous. At the dnor, he looked back to see -the wailtress put the
money in the Juke box. Shortly, Elvis began to sing.

Outside, Southgate studied the other shops. One; behind the
restaurant, was empty. He peered inside and saw that it had been a
laundermat. The locations of the machines were clearly outiined on tle

faded tile floor and the cut off pipes stuck'oﬁt of the walls.



51

Southgate walked baclk toward his car, noticng the other

shops as he went. There was a boutique, several souvenir stores, a
TQShirt World, a goid and silver buyer which also'housed a glass
blower, a camera shcp, a shoe store, a florist, a record store,
a western hats and indian Jewlery outlet, sight seeing tours and
an ice cream parlor. 411 of them featured Elvis Presley items from
swizzle sticks to copies of his last will and testament,

Across the highway, Southgate saw that the Music Gate
was closed. He looked at his wrist watch, The time was four twenty-five,
- The ‘parking lot was empliy except fof Southgate!s convertible and a dozen
other cars, Three cars were parked in the turnoff along the wall
across the road. A half a dozen people were still in front of the
gate., |

The traffic was heavy now and moving steadily, most of i%
southbound away from the city. Southgate climbed in his car, then
sai,there for a few mimutes while he recapped the afternoon, He
knew sorething about Graceland now, Perhaps his-knowiedge'was still
superficial but he had begun, He wasn't sure yet of his next step.

In time, he would determine his options then decide on a final

- plan,
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He knew he‘d have to return to Graceland again, perhaps'
af“er dark some night. He could have dinner at the Hickory Pit,
see if the ribs vwere as delicious-as the sign claimed. Of course,
he didn't want £o become too familiar around the place unless %hat
eventually fit his purpose,

Southgate coughed, From habit_he placed his hand over his
mouth, Up on the hill behind the shopping center where a line of
~homes lined the crest, he heard a dog bark, powerfully, excitedly.
Then, it‘was quiet again excepi.for the traffie,

The air had become chllly Southgate turnad a.knob on
his dashboard There was the purr of a small motor as the top
slowly moved skyward from behind the back seat and unfolded over
him, He pulléd the front down and fastened the clamps on either
side.

In a moment, he thought, he would go.

Looking across at Graceland again, he concluded it looked
very Secure.  He took a deep breath. Both planning and execution would
have tb be thorough if he was to succeed. This morﬁing he'd "“oucht
ofbevarything in terms of a class act. Now, he thought of it in terms

of the work involved.
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Still, he felt an exhilaration about the day. He knew
thingsiweren't as simple as when the idea had first flashed though
his mind, But he didn't feel.overwheimed. Exhilarated was the
feeling. Ha-ﬁas sﬁre of it. Southgate laughed to himself. Why not
borrow three letters from Elvis., They would sum up‘his feelings,
TCB. Taking care of business, That's what he was doing.

Southgate stepped on the starter. The mo tor Sputiered, then

roared to life. He pulled over to the highiiay and watched for a

break in the traffic. Dowmn the road, he saw a light turn red. Slowly,

the pumber of cars eased. Southgate moved through the opening, turned

-4 Sharp left and headed for home,
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Chapter Seven

LN's office in the basement on the northside of Delta's library
needless to say was not pretentious, It had half windows which let in én
oyster gray light through iron grates over sunken wells. Cn cloudy days it
was dark, But she kept it clean and tidy_and a number of modernist
paintings by Gershon Wingo did add splashes of bright colors to the walls
which vere a light green. A matching push bubton telephone was on the
desk,
This subterranean sanctuary of hers had two rooms,one of Which
was used by Jenny - Plato, a part-time assistant who catalogued Elvis
memorabilia as it was collected. Rounding up the momentoes was a slow
process, Many of them were s%ill controled by the singer's estate and
negotiations were complicated by the absence of a library building in which‘
to house the material. |

IN was well aware of’the dilemma and was determinred to raise’the
noney quickly so ground could be broken for the structure 1ater‘in the
year. She felt that'once construction'was tegun many of her problems
-would diSsppear.for there would be tangible proof of Delta's good faith.

o v :
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To her, the college was the ideal location for & library
and center fof the study of Elvis and his contribution to ﬁusic Just
as Harvard was the logical location for the John F. Kennedy School for
International Studies. Memphis, to her, reflected the life and times of
Elvis in the same way Boston does for Kennedy.

As LN says, each of them, in his own definitive way, had an
impact on his times. The two men were LN's favorite heroes, but Elvis
was more her own age and .she felt closer to him for that reason. Hér
dream was the library and she was determined to see it successfully
completed, Money, or more precisely a lack. of it, was the obstacle.

Epough had been collected to complete the architectural plans /- = °

- and to pay IN's salary, But so far that one big donation which
‘would make Delta's and LN's dream come true had_proven illusive even
though land had been set aside on the campus for the structure.

The telephone's ring roused IN from her revery, "Hello, Elvis
Presley library," she said, Her voice was a rasping purr.

"Ms, Gladfelter?"

"This is she," ‘

"Hi. This is Margaret Jean Tracy. Mr. Axelbank's personal
secretary." Her voice was soft-and southern. She placed a sublte emphasis

on the word personal, ' T
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"¥ell, how are you?"
"I?m just fine, thanks, I'm calling to make an appoihtment
for Mr. Axelbank to visit you,™ 3She paused for a moment. "He's anxious
to see you again,"
"And I'm anxious to see him again,™ IN responded, a lyrical
tone in her ﬁoice. MThen would he like to come out?"
"He's thinking of tomorrow or early next week, I'd say after
looking at his schedule that next week would be better for you, He'd
have more time‘thén. He'd be rushed tomorrow,"
"Can he come for lunch?"
"I think he'd like that."
"I was thinking of the faculty dining room invthe union, A
nice academic atmosphere,”
"It isn't a cafeteria is i1t?" Margaret Jean asked, a note of
caution entering her voice. "He dislikes cafeterias,"
"Ch, no. It's very nice,"
"I.héd to ask," Her voice dropped, "I wanted to warn you., I know
héw importaht this visit is to you,™

"I do want it to be pleasant," IN said,



nggaret-Jean lznghed. She lowered her voice to a whisper.
- "ifr, Axelbank is pretiyy tight with a dollar but he does like to Live
‘-Well."

"I suspected thzt the other day," LN answercd. 'What is his
background?: With that neatly trimed beard and smooth, well Tormed bald
head.there's a touch of aristocraéy abéut him,"

largaret Jean giggled, "Sue Ann and I call him Mr, Upsii Dowmn Face, " She
paused, then continued, "But you’ré right. He's from a respected, old family in the
horse country around Paris, Kentucky. Their studs have sired some well known thorough-

breds. He has three brothers, all bankers. They consider him the black shesp, Isn't

that funny. He,wealthier than all of them put togethar,"

iell, it's not as if he played piano in a whore house,™" LK
laughed. "But some families are very strict on what's respectable,”
Obviously, he's strayed."

"He has a nice singing voice," Hargaret Jean pui in. "Kot good
enough for Broszdway or Las Véﬁas but swell for little thesater groups. You
Ymow the type.;He liked radio. His firsi job was as . a page for NBC in

New York City. . I think that's where his w1stc.s‘c,e for cafeterias

[

began,"

"Did he make it at all in radio?" IX asked.
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"He never did. So he beczme an agent and promoter, gouging and
Scrambling,.® Marg#fet Jean stopped, But IN was silent so she o ntinued,

"He doesn't talk about it but h.e has a degree in business administration
from Princeton,™ ‘ )

IN perked up. "ilhy, he's not unschooled then, He's
no stranger to a college campus. Why, he's what they call quality domn
here,"

 "He knows his way around," said Margaret Jean. Her voice became a
whisper again.k "But he can be ornery,"

"You blow ho‘b and cold about h:Lm, " LN said.

Margaret Jean sm.led "I gyess so,“she sald

LN became serious again, "Tell me, Ha.rgaret Jean, is he really
interested in Delta's library?"”

Margaret Jean hesitated. "Well,he's interested in the idea," she said
slowly, "He sees it as a boon to his fan club’enpire, He wants to keep that
going full steam, But ds I said, he's tight. You know the expressmn, tight
as the paper on the wall. That's Mr, Axelbank, But he thinks you're nlce. In
fact, he's quite taken with you."

"Will that help me?"
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"Depends,"’ said Margaret Jean laﬁghing_. "He doesn't believe
Southern ladies are only for marrying. With him, it's always what price
virtue.n |

1IN ichortlgé. "Am I worth two million dollars to him?"

"Honey, I've never known amyone to be yet." Margaret Jean paused,
then changed the subject. "Do you really have original Elvis memorai:ilia?"
she “asked. |

| "He certainly do.b"
' "I'd like to see it, May I come out sametime? I couldn't come with

‘Mr, Axelbank, of course.™

"You come out anytime you like,” LN told her., "Just give me a
call to make sufe I'm here,® A |

"That's real swee'ﬁ of‘yqu. Now, How about Mr. Axelbank's vvisi'b?”

"Say, noon next Tuesday. ‘How does ﬂhat sound 7"

#I']1] put it on his calendar,” ‘

"Me too, then, I'1l meet hm in - my.office. That's in the present
| library. n. They fell silent. Finally, LN picked up the convefsation
again, "Now dén’t forget. When you want to come out, give me a call.m

"Tou'll hear from me," Margaret Jean replied, "Bye now,"

"Bye." IN placed the receiver down in its cradle. Forewarned,
is forearmed, shg thought as she wrote the meeting down on her desk
calendar, She put a red circle around it for emphasis, She hopea it would

be a red letter day,
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But after talking to Margaret Jean, she was realistic. Axelbank

was going to be a hard sell.

Margare! Jean hung up her phone and straightened thé skirt ="
of ho’rz-"flowemd‘foulard.g_ dress, This was the day she stayed late. She wished
Axelbank would buzz her. She wanted to be on her way .
“Mgrgaret Jean was jttractive with her red hair and peach like skin.
And she was put together in a very plea.ﬁant way. She was 27, Axelbank had _

hired her right out of high school, where she'd

finished tops in her secrotarial coﬁrse ‘q{ping 120 wérds a minute and
with short ’hand which was admirable, |

Everyons predicted she'd have no trouble finding a job, which had
been tfue. She'd gotten a number of offers. The SecondiTennessee bank ’
wanted her for its executive typing pool amd promised her quickb advancement.
She 'd get the first opening, they said, and emphasized that the chairman's
ﬁeraonal secretary of many jears was going to retire in six monﬁhs. A young
computer firm, dealing iﬁ sof tware, offered to train her as a programmer and
‘one of the South's oldest law firms, Jackso:i, Moncure, Crump & Lee, after one

interview wanted to train her as a legal secrstary.
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None of them had a chance. She was ;n av1d Elvis Presley fan and when
Axelbank made her an offer, she accepted on the spot. The pay was equal to
the others and here was the added excitment of a touch of show business. There
was even a chrace of meeting The King himself, Axelbank hadn't said that
exactly but he'd hinted at it and that was énough.

- Even if she never met Elvis, she still figured the job would
be more exciting that the executive suite of a bank or a law officey, no
- matter how prestigious the firm, Laywers always turned things upside down
anyway. The coﬁputer firm had interested her but only uptil Axelbank entered
the picture.

Her office at the fan club headquarters was as large as the junior
partner's at the law firm. Tt had a beautiful view in the late afternoon,
especially during the short days of winter, when she watched the lights of
Memphis flicker on 1ike a neon fairyland from the 19th floof. It was a
dynamic view of which she never tlred

Aerbank's own office was in the southwest corner and had an unimpeded
vista across the river into Arkansas. When the clouds were high and the air
‘thin, the eye could see for miles across the plain moving west from the

river and south beyond Graceland into Mississippi.
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After Elvis died, the job became even more meaningful., It kept

- the past alive, She'd worried at first that everything would fade away.

But she'd underestimated Axelbank's great talent as an entrepreneur, There'd

‘been no tears in his eyes when Elvis cashed in his chips. It could be bigger

than ever, he told her, and he'd been right. At first, Margaret Jean had

been surprised but slowly she began to realize the genius Axelbank had as

ISR ooavilum Held moved fast - -~ and had an inside track
since he knew the bfamily. Margaret Jean was continually impressed by the

wide circle of Axelbank's acquaintances, not only in the music and record

~ industries, but in politics,

She Tose and walked to the ﬁndw. She 1ookédvdov‘m at the river
winding its way south awai‘e, because Axelbank had explained it to her,
of its musical . heritage. Almost below her was Beale s‘c.feet, where the
blues had been born. Farther so.ut.h,.':New Orleans was the home of jazz and
then, there in Memphis again, rock 'n roll, a sound witk still another
emotion, had developed. All had come from this diverse river valley.

Margaret Jea.ﬁ windered whab the inspriation had been., Perhaps the

endless sounds of the water rolling past on hot, humid summer nights when

people couldn't sleep, The hold of the sultry nights and the river, with

its power and special sounds, must have contributed"bo the restless feelings

- that gave birth to music which had spread from the valley below around the

world, she thdughﬁ.
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Margaret Jean turned away fr.om the window and opened the
door to Axelbank's office., Be was sitting in his high backsd, leather
judge's chair staring at the ceiling,.
"Come in, my dear," he said.
‘ Margaret Jean walked forward, exuding overtones of sexuality.

In the years she'd been with Azelbank, she'd matured from the

fresh, unsoiled beauty of a schoolgirl to the full flower of an awakened

woman.

"Youl've lept me waiting," he chuckled.

"You've said you like the moments of anticipation," she
responded. The slight trace of a teasing smile showed in her eyes.

"You remember well, The minutes of ‘waiting are .times of painful
pleasure.”

Marggret Jean pondered the phrase painful pleasure for a few
secands. "You're using an oxymoron again,® she said.

Axelbank wondered where she'd picked up that word. She continually

‘amused him, The truth of the matter was that Margaret Jean had studied

Axelbank's tactics and learned the habits of his own operation. She'd become
as shrewd as he was. What she wasn't yet sure of, she suspected. Someday,

if necessary, she'd be able to nail him to the wall,
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Margaret Jean kiéked off her high heeled shoes and placed them
neatly side by side under the coffee table in the far cormer of Axelbsnik's
office. Then she walked slomly towards him. Axelbank pushed his chair away
from his desk and turned until he faced the direction of her approach. At
first; two years earlier, she'd been shy, Now, she did everything in a blissful
mixture of business and pleasure. while Axelbank remained immobile and
expeétant.

From the first, she'd liked the feel. It had been better than
she anticipated. She'd discovered that she was very sensitive and -
| responsive, Now, that he let her work her will, she was content.

When she was over him, she reached domn and felt him through his
pants. ,

"Play with me," he directed, his eyes rolling back in their
sockets. His head rested on the chair, He reached up and unbuttoned his
collar, then loosened his tie. v

"Take it off if you like," she said, "I'll wait."

He quickly pulled .the tie througi] the loop of its knot and
tossed it on the desk. |

"Ready?" she asked.
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Axelbank nodded. Margaret Jean unzipped his fly and massaged
him gently. As her fingers moved up and down, he became larger and harder.
She enjoyed the feel. At first, she'd disliked touching him, She wanted only
the pleasure it provided her., She never looked. Then, as she mastered the mechanics
- she became curious. as to the appearance of a male copulating organ. Initially,
her glances were cursory. But,as she learned to feel the shape,she became less
. intimadated and bolder. _ _
From the beginning, it was clinical, Margaret Jean did not feel
& 8trong emotional attach;nent to Axelbank. She looked upon him as a baseball
player would spring training. The sessions were just warm-ups for the real season. When
the right man came along, Margaret Jean wanted to be ready to treat him right.
There was to be no rookie status for her,
‘Then, there was a new development even more intriguing than the
learning experience. When Hargarét Jean had first summoned the courage to
-look. -at Axelbank as she stroked him, he'd been to her eyes normal and
unblemished, both well endowed and flesh unmarred. Then, Axelbank had gone
off to Europe to visit the fan clubs there. Margaret Jean had handled the
itinerary, which had stops in Iondon, Paris, Munich, Zurich, Copenhagen and

Stockholm, He was gone a month.
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Finally, Margaret Jean took the initiative. I{, was a strange situation.
then she'd enter his office ,b the lamp lights would be low and Axelbank would
be a.nxiéus to finish, like a man with something to hide. His trip had‘béen in
the fall. iThen he returned, darkness came early as the days grew shorter.
It wasn't until the following spring that the days became long enough
again to do away with the lamplight in the late afternoon.

It was then, in the sun's rays of a late May afternoon, that she'd
noticed a purple mark on the left side of his foreskin, As she'd stroked, she
thought about the mark. She was sure it was new, that it hadn't been there
before his European trip. As he hardened, the mark enlarged wuntil she was
sure it was a row of tatooed numbers and letters, She saw a three and a one
clearly but the others were still blurred. She thought there were about a dozen
in al1,
| How curious, she'd thought, but she'd said nothing, pretending
as if everything ‘were mormal, She'd looked up to find Axelbank watching her,
She'd smiled and blown him a kiss. After that, the sessions were back to their
old unhibited selves, Axelbank reflected pure enjoyment again. Yargaret Jean
noticed the mark from time to time, always glancing at it for a few seconds with
renewed-.cnriosity. She was sure one night, when Axelbank was especially firm, that
there was a six and a five in the row. She was no‘expert on ’ca’ooos_ but this must have

been first class work to be so minute, She smiled to herself wondering

whether he'd been hard or soft during the work.
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As she fiddled with him now, fine tuning him like the -strings
of a Stradivarius violin, the same thought reocurred to her aﬁd she
surpressed a giggle. Someday.SOon she must solve this mystery, she said
to herself. Axelbank, after all, wasn't getting any younger.
He was firm now, She stopped stroking and qﬁickly unbuttoned his
belt and siipped his pants lower. Delicately, she straddled him, her knees pressed
:against‘the soft 1eather seat, her thighs nestled between him and the chair's
arms, With slow, tantalizing moves, she placed him inside of her and slid domn
until she rested on his legs.'Sﬁe rubbed against him, hgr eyes glazed, her mind
in suspension. This was the feeling she liked, She'd forgotten Axelbank now, he
was on his omn. |
Suddenly, she arched her back. Axelbank stirred and pﬁshedAupward. He flaced
‘his bigfhands on her hips and pressed dovm on him as he reached his climax. She squirmec
"Mr. Axelbank," she gesped, "You are sooooo good at this,.™

Her body shook in a series of convulsions, For a few seconds, she
sat on him, still looking into his face, a half smile on her moist lips. Finally,

she straigthened up, stepped backwards.aways from him and smoothed her dress,

"Good night, Mr. Axelbank," she said picking up her shoes, A wide
smile crossed her face. She raised her hand and wiggled her fingers at him.

"See you in the morming."
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Axelbank watched her go>. "She's one goéd lookin! Mamma," he murmired
to thnsel_f. There was contentment in his voice. He listened while she closed
the outer office door softly, then he hitched up his pants.

A short time later he followed her down the elevator and slid onto
vthe back seat of his limousine for the ride home.

FRIEE IS HB



Chapter Eight

Togo Bridger was surprised to see Southgate's\ townhouse was
dark, He hesitated a moment on the sidewalk, then walked three doors

farther down the street where he saw the lights were on in IN's

living room. The front door was open and he could the entrance hall

‘¢clearly through the glass pane in the storm door., In a few more days,

he thought, it will be warm enough to replace the glass with a
screen.,

Bridger opened the storm door a crack. "Anyone home?" he
éalled.b

"I'm down here in the den," LN answéred. "Come on in." -

Bridger walked through the hall and stepped down the three steps
into the den. ‘

"Hi," N said, "You loock upside down,"

"Mj- God, LN, what are you doing?" Bridger asked.

IN had on shoes that were fastened to the wall and she was.hanging

dcﬁmra.rd, her head near the floor,

69
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"Don't be frightened, Togo. These are only gravity exercises,
They're supposed to make me think better, clear my head., What can I do
for you?®

"Do you know where Brax is?"

"Isn't he home? He usually is at this time of ‘t,he'evening.f

"No, When I saw him this a.fﬁernoon, he said he had an errand
to run, But that was hours ago."

"Wai{. here, if you like. There's c‘oké and beer in the refrigerator,
There's some scoich and bourbon in the cupboard if you'd like a drink,"®

IMind if I have a littie bourbon and branch water?"

"Please, be my guest."

"How aibént you?" v

"I've never tried dnnklng standing practically on my head, Togo.,
Think I could?"

"How'!s your plumbing at that end?" he 'asked,-grinning like a
gargoyle. | |
MMy vocal pipes are fine. Can't you tell?" After a few seconds she
added, "I 111 have a scotch on the rocks." |

"Check," Bridger went up into the kitchen and mixed the drinks. When

he returned, IN was on her feet right side up. Togo handed the scotch to

her.
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"Cheers," she said taking a sip from the glass. Bridger took
a swallow from his own glass,

"hat was Brax's errand?" IN asked,

"He didn't gay."

"Well, I'm surprised he's notkho;ne," LN said.

"Seems like a pretty long errand,"

"I don't think he wants us to know what he's doing," IN said.
She sipped her scotch again,

"Maybe he's making some extra money," Bridger said.

"Doing what?" LN asked. |

"I don't know,"

"Maybe he went downtown, "IN >said. "He's on a committee for the
bar association, Maybe he's doing soms
work in connection with 'thé.t. I really don't think it's anything to get
excited about, Togo."” |

"] suppose not," Bridger took another swallow of his drink. "This
_ nits the spot. Puts me m the mood for a good dixmer.‘"

| "Would you like to stay? I'm going -‘oo fry some chicken. I've plenty

for both of us," |

“Wouldn't you rather go out?"

A%
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"Oh, Togo, I'd have to change clothes. Let's stay here, Like
a refill2"

nI111 take care of the drinks if you want to begin dinner.”

nlet me get started," IN said, "Just keep my drirk in here. I'll
be back in a couple of minutes."

Bridgef heard the clash of ‘pans from the kitchen, then the opening
and ciosing of the refrigerator door. Soon there was the sizzle and
strong, pleasant aroma of chicken frying. Bridger picked up IN's drink
and took it into the. k:\.tchen.

"I thought you might like this," he said, "You seem busy here., I
dec:.ded you wouldn't have time to come back into the 11v1ng Toom,"

"You're probably right," IN said. "Chicken doesn't fry itself very
well.ﬁ She took the head of lettuce from the coun't‘,er and began making a
salad,

"Let me do that," Togo said. "Salads don't make themselves very well
either.” |

IN 1émghed. "I didh't know you werev so domestic, Togo," she said.
"Do you do windows,too?® | |

Bridger looked at LN, a straight forward glance that caught and

held her 'cé.ptive for a moment. "For good ffie’d chicken regularly, I would,"

. he answered,
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"Wy, Togo, that sounds like a proposition," She paused, then
added, "after a fashion,"

"A handyman's offer, LN," he said. "Nothing mare."
Bridger and IN kidded each other easily, Before Bridger and ‘
his wife separated, the cowple shared many good times
with LN and Southgate. When Togo's wife left him, IN and Southgate made

certain their close relationship with Togo continued for they were genuinely
-fond of him.

"The chicken's ready," LN said. "How about the salad?"
‘hNéeds a few.more £om$£5 sliceé.&
vLN-opened the refrigerator and took out a dish of potato salad.
"Togo, I have some white Rhine wine. Ilet's have some with our diﬁner."

"Perfect," he said, placing the tossed salad on the table.

Later that night, Southgate sat in the den of his own townhouse,
absorbed in his plotting.
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He'd telephoned LN and talked té both her and Togo but declined
the invitation to join them for dessert. For the second time that day,
he'd been offered fresh apple pie. First by the blonde waitress at the
Hickory Pit, then by LN. Apple pie and LN were certainly a wholesome
coméination but he wanted to begin planning.

Earlier, he thought prima.rily of money. As the day progressed,
howevér, visions of besting Wéber dominated his brain until the two aims
had reversed positions. and Weber was now uppermost in his mind.

He pondered the rumors of Wéberfs infidelity in office which John
Parron brought him._The man couldn't become governor, Soﬁthgate told himself,
he was too insular, too out-of-date, too pompous. ' Outfoxing Weber, as a
favor to the people of Tennessee, . was certainly justifible if it gept
hiﬁ out of the governor's office and in the process, as part of the fallout,
Southgate, for eterni’cy, would even the score. Ah, the fine line between

© .justiee and revenge.
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Weber's remark to LN that "Dixie won't be ours anymore" still
rankled twenty four hours later. But everything Weber did upset Southgate
sooner or later. He'd virtually told Southgate he didn't belong. Certainly,

the two men were as different as night and day. Southgate was part of

'a new South. Weber was cut from the cloth of an old South ruled by the

cult of good ole boys. To Southgate, Weber was like some low but.
indestructable form of political life.
The desire for power, he mused, is a horrible disease.

But, Southgate had never gone to the brink with his disaffection

for Weber. He'd always backed off before. Both of them had. There'd never

been a showdov—m. Now, Soufhga%;e’ ha.‘dv éonviﬁced himself, was the time to
go ahead., His last chance. If Weber became governor, the opportunity
would be gone forever,

Southgate shuddered. God, how adroit he'd have to be to show

up Weber as a fool.
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Southéate's thoughts reverted to money. Everyone ought to
be rich once in his life, Southgate concluded, just to get the féel
~1t. The privilege should be passed around, each in turn enjoying it for
a year or two.
Southgate recalled the Mardi Gras he, IN and Togo had gone to

in Néw Orleaﬁs a year ago. There was equality there in the streets, everyone
rubbing shoulders and bent on one thing, a grand time. There was an equality
about‘festivals5 Southgate thought. It was the same whether it was the
Cotton Carnival in Memphis, the running of the bulls in Pamplona or the
carnival in Rio, |
| Yés, Southgate thought, festivals were wonderful equalizers of
" people for a few days for there was the united goal of having a good

time for rich and poor alike. When they were over, of course, it was
better to rich again,

Southgate thbught anew about his pian to borrow Elvis, Driving

home he'd decided the only possiblé'ﬁgy to do it was to tunnel into

Graceland from outside. He'd ruled out bribing the guards as too risky. An honest one
might turn him in and, anyway, too many people would be involved in the plan, If he
.tried to open the gréve by gunpoint, the guards might shoot back. But most of all,

removing the marker and entering the grave from the top cquldn't be done in
in secrecy. Just the equipment alone would give him awvay for God's sake. Southgate
shook his head. He couldn't dig the tunnel alone, for sure. He'd need help, And

the project would be expensive,
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For a minute, Southgate thought about his old age. Maybe

he was going to have to take care of that by -himself, too, 'I'he social

security system wasn't oo healthy. He'd better start thinking in terms

of never gétting thats It seemed prudent with the warnings out of Washington

that the system was almost broke.

| Southgate put down his pencil and stood up. He stretched his arms
~tomard the ceiling and took a deep breath., A cold beer would hit the spot,

he thought. | ‘

Southgate left his study and went down into the kitchen, where he
opened the refrigerator door and scanned the shelves. There s bvack in ens
corner, were a half a dozen bottles of light brew, Southgate took one and
¢loSed the refrigerator door. He removed the cap and returned to the siudy,
the bottle in one hand, a glass in the other. Seated again at his desk, heb
poured half of the bottle of beer into the glass. His hand around the glass
felt cool as the golden liquid, topped by a ring of white foam, rose to
the top. | | |

Southgate took a long swallow, then put the ‘glass down next to the
bottle on the desk. | | |

If he tunneled in, he thought, he would need someone with a knowledge
of engineering and geology. For the first time he cons‘idered Togo Bridge.r
as a partner. He pendered the situation for a long time. Mzybe Togo would

think he was insane. Gone bannanas, as his students would put it.
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'_But, hevremembered,clearly Togo's remark earlier in the day
about being in a tight money situation himself with no prospects ef
betterment. Southgate knew that Togo, like himself, loved the life of
a college professor., To preserve that and have a nest egg besides, he might
be amicable to helping Southgate.

If he presented a thorough plan to Togo to demonstrate his own
determination, Southgate was sure his close friend would give hiﬁ a fair
hearing, One conclusion was certain, Southgate thought, if he approached
Togo and he said no, the idea too, would be finished.

Southgats leaned back and dowped another swallow. of bear, He pushed
his chair back and stretched out kis legs, He looked at his watdh The time
was nine-forty. Just fourteen hours earlier he'd been standing shaving, never -
a thought before about_Elvis. It seemed so long ago, Southgate enjoyed another
sip of beer. He poured the rest of the bottle into the glass and watched the
foam come to a head again, His mind continued to work on a next step. The
logical move, it seemed to him, wéuld be to return to Graceland again
and determine the location for a tunnel., He hadn't been thinking in those
terms on his first visit a few hours ago. Now, he thought he should
reconnoiter the estate from that point of view,_add that rew dimension to

his observations.
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Southgate tipped his glass upjrard to finish off his beer. There
was nothipg more he could do tonight. He turned off the light in his
den and returned to the kitchen. He dumped the disposable bottle in
the trash basket and rinsed out the glass and turned it bottoms up in the
dish drying rack next to the sink.

‘ As he walked from the kitchen, the front door chimes sounded
and the door opened wide enough for IN's head to appear around the edge.
"Hi, want some compény?"_ she asked.

"Come on in, Togo with you?"

Didn't he stop here?"

"Not since I talked to you."

"He said he might stop. Guess he changed his mind, Maybe he
was all talked out,*

"Well, I saw him this afternoon,"
"He's very curious about. your errand, It's taken on an extra dimension
gince you still weren't home by dark.®
"Well, how about that?"

"He claims you're a creature of great habit, a person of order, He

thinks something is changing your routine.®

Southgate laughed. His eyes sparkled with del ight. LN looked at
him questioningly,.



"I told him you might be doing work for your’bar association
committee," she said. |
Southgate continued to smile. "You're both making a federal
case out of this. I didn't know I was obsermd this closely.”
"It's only because 'Togo wanted someone to talk to, He was wound
up pretty tight. He got home to find a letter from Sarah saying she was
going to have to ask for more child support in the fall. She said the
kids need it for school.”
"He 'd mgntionéd to me this afternoon that he was already having
a tough time."
"Well, hebwanted you to éommiserate with him."
"I wish I'd known, I would have joined you."
I didn't know what was on his mind until after we called
you. Even so, It would have been difficult to tell you to drop everything
and come over."
"I suppose.”
IN stepped up in front of Southgate and puckered up her lips, "I've
got to go," she said, "Give me a little kiss goodnight.”
Southgate peckéd her lightly on the lips. "I'll walk you back home,"

he said., "The fresh air will feel good,™"



Outside, it was a soft southern night. The fresh smell of
| spring was in the air, The stars shown with mild radiance. Southgate
wondéred who was out there. He was sure all those those tiny lights
werendt just for his enjoyment.
"We'lve got to hélp Togé," LN said.
Southgate nodded and bit his lip, "In anyway we can," he

replied,
' -At her dbor, -Southgate kissed IN again briefly, preoccupied again with

his plans, then turned back toward his own place, IN, who expected him to cone
in, watched his depamture with mixed féelings of amusement and

disappointment,

i R



- Chapter Nine

On Friday, Southgate stopped to see Gleamer Westfall as he
had promised him earlier in the week at the Chaplin film festival. The
office of»Delta's-pfesident'was in the southmwest cbrner of 0ld Main and
was furnished tastefully in light birch wood furniture on red pile carﬁeting{
with red drapes hung at the sides of the stately glass paneled windows. The
roém had a coéiness about it that made for pleasant visits and Southgate
enjoyed making calis on Gleamer there.

"Good morning,'Brax," the président greeted him as Southgate entered.
He motioned for Southgate to sit down., "Nice of you to remember our talk of
the other night." | |

"Always at your service, chief," Southgate replied, and hé meant
it.

of course, no faculty member ever ignored a summons from the college
president. But Gleamer always put them at ease, Southgate understood this
and he appreciated the courtesy Westfall always extended, Westfall was a
congenial man, somewhat schol#rly, but more than anyihing;else ah administraior

and fund raiser. In fact, the latter was his chief role at Delta.

82 .
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Before his wife died, the Westfalls had always held open house
for the faculty on footballs weekends. Sométimes monied alumni were
also present and inévitably Gleamer would announce a gift to the school.
Southgate had enjoyed the parties. Hé was fond of Gleamer.

Southgate settled down in a chair in front of Westfall's desk. His
friend eyed him for a moment, then, without further preliminaries, said,
"Brax, I'm going to remarry." |

- Southgate'!s lips parted to speak, but Westfall rushed ahead, "She's
an alumnae of Delta," he said filling in the particulars. "A widcw, but younger
than I am, Her name is Barbara Ogilive 0'Thomas and efenyone calls her
Boots because of the initiéls.‘She'g from Kingsport over in the eastern
end of the state. I met her’bn one of my trips to raiée funds."
Obviously, that'wasn;t the only thing raised, Southgate thought, smiling
inwardly. Westfall was still a healthy, robust man, the best tennis player
on the faculty, in fact. Maybe he wouldn't devote so much time to the game
after his marriage and Southgate would be able to win a few sets now and
then, |

-"Gleamer,.tﬂat's good news, Congratulations," Southgate said. He
stood and shook Westfall's hand. The Delta president gripped his
friend warmly. _

"She's a great gal, Brax. You'll all like.her..She'é full of life,”
Westfall paused seemingly slightly embarrassed., Then a rougish smile broke

. across his face, "Somewhat of a looker, too."
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"I'm anxious to meet her," Southgate said.

"In ,due time, Brax. We're going %o be married in Kingspor‘b, then
take a Furopean honeymoon." |

"Have you picked the date?"

"The last Saturday in April, She'd like a garden wedding at her
home. We!ll leave for London from there.” |

"How long will you be gone?™

"Two months. We'll motor through France and West Germany, then
head down through Austria to Italy and finally to Greece. Then home."

"1t s'ounds‘like a mnderful-trip."

- Westfall hesitated, looking Southgate in the eye. After a few moments

he spoke, "I have one problem, Brax.," he said slowly. "Boots, Mrs. O'Thomas

‘that is, wan't come back to the farm with Carrie still there. You know

Carrie is buried on the land, That was her wish,"

"I ¥now, Gleamer., I've seen the grave many times as I'we driven up

" to the house. It's beautifully kept.™
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The li_nc‘s on Westfall's face tightened, Finally, he spoke again.
"Brax, wnile I'm gone I'd like you to take care of tnhe legal details to .
have Carrie moved to a more conventional resting place. Perhaps, one of the
cemeteries in Memphis,"
- Southgate locked at him thoughtfully for a moment, then said, nI1d
be happy to do it. Rest assured it will bé safe to bring the new firs. Hestfall
home from your honeymoon,™ |
Testfall's face relaxed, "That's splendid, Brax. Really nice of you."
"No trouble, Gleamer," Southgate reassured him.
Westfall smiled., "It's a funny thing, Brax. Carrie was a great Elvis
Presley fan. It was too serious then but I can laugh at it now, She's buried

in a cooper casket just like his. She wanted to be, so 1 did it."
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Southgate sat listcning. "It was the proper thing to do,'Gleamef,“
he said when Westfall paused. "It was sweet of you.," After a silent few
seconds, Southgate leaned forward in his chair., "I'1l take good care of
Carrie," he said softly. "There'l]l be some papers to sign before you go.
I'11 need a powef.of attorney."

Westfall leaned back, his eyes raised towards the ceiling. "Whenever
- you're ready." His thoughts drifted. "I never thought I'd remarty, Brax,"
he said at last. "Carrie was very dear to me, something special, Of course,
I didn't know everything about her." He gave a little laugh as if the joke
were on him. "I didn't percieve her devotion: to Elvis until she died, Now
| I'11 be learniﬁg things about Boots for the rest of my life.v

"No ﬁatter how leng you know one, you'll never know everything about
a woman," Southgate remarked.

"So true, So true,"

With that, Westfall lowered his eyes again.
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"You'll be gone during-the Cotton Carnival,” Southgate
said,

"I thought about that, Dean Watkins has agreed to handle my
usual duties on behalf of Delta." Westfall raised one of his bushy,black
eyebrows. "You might keep an eye on him. I'm a little anxious about the
school float. Wé've always had such a good éne."

"Check," Southgate said.

Westfall changed thr subject. "Do you think IN will raise the money for
our Presley library, Brax?" he asked. "The building would be a very worthwhile
addition to the campus, The entire concept of a center to study the Presley
era in music would give Delta recognition as an innovator, We're not as strong
in music as we should be, There's more to it than a good marching band at halftime. "

"She'll make it," Séuthgate said, "I'1]1 bet on it."
"T11]1 be very proud of her if she does. I should have a talk with her

before I leave on my honeymoon, Give her some encewragement."
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"Speaking of your honeymoon," Southgats said, "Should I menﬁion
your forthcoming marriage to anyone?"

"We're annsuccing ths date and all the rest tomorrow at a
reception in Kingsport. Then, in the fall, when we're all settled
in here, thanks to you, we'll have the faculty in for Boots to meet,
Some of the oldtimers might know her already, especially the liberal
- art# professors. She majored in English 1iterature."-

"We'll all look farward tb that," Southgate told him. "I won't
mention Carriev to anyone, I'll just do it quietlyl,”

The two men stood and Westfall walked Southgate to the door.

"Take good care of her, Brax," Westfall saii.

The following Tuesday, LN arrived at her office dressed; as they

| say, fit to kill. She had on a dark rose, long sleeved shirtwaist dress
molded to her figure. She wore high heeled, navy blue suede shoes with

a matching shoulder bag. Gold ¥mot ea.fri.ngs adorned her eérlbbes. Her

ash blonde hair shone from washing and brushing, Her perfume wasg Foodhue‘

LN had sklpped her Joggmg that morning, There were many dlsappointed

| adm_rers along her usual route but word had preceded her nonappearance

- that she was entertaining an important visitor that day in connection

with the proposed library building..
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By noon, the day was sunny and warm. IN, all bubbly and a
| a'pillar,of charm, greeted Axelbank in front of the regular school
library when he arriwed. |
"let's walk over to the union," she said. "You can see some -
of the campus."
Axelbank nodded,
"let's go then," she said gaily.
There was small talk about the weather and the beauty of a
college campus, |
- "There's a feeling about it," IN said, "An aura of camaraderie
devoted to the mind,"
 "And Saturday football," Axelbank put im,
"Ch, that," LN said. "That's just for a few weeks in autum. A
'library.is forever."
"A stadium is made of pretty solid stuff, too," Axelbank
responded.
. LN flashed a bright smile. "You're teasing me," she said.
She'd reserved a prominent‘table-in the center of the faculty

dining rodm for their lunch.
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"The catfish is always excellent," LN éa;id, once they were
seated. "Fresh from the Mississippi every morning," She i:aused. "The
small steak is always good, too."

Axelbank looked over the menmu, "I believe. 1'11 have the

crab cakes aﬁd cole slaw," he said.

"They're good, too," IN said hastily. She ordered a julianne
salad bowl  with Russian dressing.

After the waiter left the téble, Westfall entered the dining
room, LN waved %o him discreetly as if by prearranged signal, which it
was, IN had left no stone unturned. If Axelbank could be had, she was
determined to get him.

"Gleamer, I want you meet Alan Axelbank," she gushed. "You know of -
him, of course., He's presiden’c. of the International Federation of Elvis
Presley fan clubs.” Turning .’c.oward‘ Axelbank, she said, "Alan, this is
Gleamsr Westfall, Delta's pres'ident. "

| "Don't get up," Westfall said, shaking Axelbank's hand. "Just
enjoy your lunch with us."

"I have a iovely companion, " Axelbank said, "You 'clo‘ things
up well here at Delta,n |
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"I'11 be honest, Mr. Axelbank," Westfall said, 'We hope ‘bo
impress you." ‘

Axelbank smiled. Westfall glanced at LN, "I'm going to show him
"the site of the Presley library after lunch," she said.

"Excellent," Westfall said. Then turning directly to Axelbank,
he said. "It would be an important step in the sociological study of rock 'n
roll.” | |

"So I understand from Miss Gladfelter," Axelbank reolied.
“An in*beresting concept.”

"Wellsyou two talk it over," Westfall said. "It was nice to meet
you, Mr. Axelbank." The Delta president turned and walked to another
table on the far side of the dining room. The waiter ‘removed
a "reserved" sign and:paured Westfall a glass of water,

"I discovered an interesting facet of Elvis! life the other
day," IN said when she and Axelbank were alone again, "He used to go
down to black clubs on Hernando street and listen to the performers
when he first started out." |
Axelbank screwed up one eye. "Do you know where?" 7 “ 7
"I talked to Rush Thierry, an old tlack promoter, He didn'’ mention
any one specific_place,It's interesting since it was Elvis' combination

~of black rhythﬁ and blues and white country that became rock 'n roll.m
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WIf T knew the nemes of the clubs, I could put them on the‘
fan club tours," Axélbank said. "They'd eat that up."
"I'm going to interview Thierry on tape for our oral history
section," LN said. "I'1l be getting a lot more information,"
Just then, the waiter brought.their food. Both of them fell
silent for a few minutes as they ate their first bites.
"Say, these crab cakes are good," Axelbank said,finally
breaking the stillness. LN nodded.
"Alan, the city in which bhe lived played a large role in
Elvis! music," she said ‘after a bite of salad, !"To me
that connection is important %o preserve. Elvis:didn't just arrive
full blown. He combined a lot of different sbunds he heard here into
a new fofm.'Wé can trace it with a library and study center."®
Axelbark ate on.'When,thej'were through with the meal, they walked back to
IN's office, where she picked up the architect's sketch in prepartion to
showing Axelbank the site.
"T like thesefpaintings," he said pbinting to the modernist
. art on hervwalls.
"Thank you," 1N said, She put the sketch under her arm, "Shall '

we go?®
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IN led Axelbank out of the office and down the hall, About
halfway to the stairs, a door opened abruptly on their rigﬁt and a
young woran in jeans and . a peek;a—boo white blouse covered with blotches
of paint came rushing out. She wore no bra.:

"He's gotten paint all over my clothes," she sobbed, Be's a wild
‘man. He promised he'd do my portrait. Instead he attacked me."

"Thelms, calm down," LN éaid. "I'm sure Gershon meant you no harm,
You know how affectionate he is toward you. Why, you're practically
engaged, " |

"He's a beast," Thelma said matter—of-fac"bly.

"Hell, yoﬁ're not exactly clothed for a nunnery," LN said.

"’i wore what he asked me to."

Aie]ba.‘hk turned hie glance away from Thelma and looked, somewhat
apprehensively, into the room from which she'd fled. Inside, he saw an
enormous hulk of a man stripped to the waist with tempra paint of several diff‘eren'b
colors rubbed all over his stomach and hairy chesf. He was barefooted.

His only article of clothing was a pair of cut away, pain‘b'spiatt_ered
' Bermuda; shbrté. | | | | | |
This was Gershon Wingo, the modernistpainter and Delta's wrestling

coach, Togo Bridger was his mentor.
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As Axelbank #atched, the artist picked up a canvas and held
it directly in front of himself. The paint on his body glisteped in
the neon light from overhead. It seemed at least an inch thick to
the promdtor.

To Axelbanic, Wingo seemed immune to the commotion in the hall,

He pulled the canvas to his body and with vigrous, rolling motions
rubbed it over his rippiing ruscles.

After a few rﬂoments, Wingo held the canvas away from himself
admiringly. Then, he pulled it cl ose again and rubbed it over specific areas
of his body. First the upper right corner, Then a dab in the middle.
Then on the left edge. |

By now, the canvas was an explosion of colors. Yellows, Blues.
Orange. Red. A touch of black, Axelbank, in fact, was impressed. Already,
even from a distanc.é s> he'd noticed the similarity wit.h. those hanging
down the hall in LN'spfficé. |

With a grun‘b‘, Wingo turned and came :Ln’c.o the hall, He thrust
the painting at Tﬁelma, who tossed back her head defiantly, "Here," he

said, shoving it out to her, "I did you from memory."
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Thelma studied-thc canvas, Then, she threw her arms around
the painter, smearing herself with colqrs.‘"Oh, Gershon," she cried, "forgive
me," She kissed him lightly on the cheek.
| "Pardon me," Axelbank said, tapping Wingo on the shoulder, "but
I'm impressed with your work. Is it for sale?"

ﬁingo stepped back from Thelma and they both turned toward
Axslbank. The artist was wide—eyed.

‘"Forgive me," interrupted IN. Iet me introduce you two. Gershon
this is Alan Axelbank, president of the Internati onal Federation of Elvis
Presley Fan Clubs. Alan, this is Gershon Wingo and Thelma Stroud. Gershon
did the paintings in my office.”

"I think he's very talented," said Axelbank.

Thelma gave the artist another hug, transferring more paint to herself,
"Miss Gladfelter and I are on our way to see the site of the
proposed Presley library now," Axelbank said. "If you're still here when
we get back maybe we can strike a bargain for several of your works,".
"I11] be there in my studio,” Wingo said, pointing toward the
- TOOM.
"1'11 see you then," Axelbank said.
With that, he and LN proceeded down the hall again. Wingo and
Tﬁelma together, hand in hand, both now covered with paint,re—gntefed

the studio,



96

"We let him use the roém, " IN said. "It would be vacant
otherwise." |

"Took u:pdn it as underwriting the arts," Axelbank commented.

The proposed site of the Presley library was across the street
and dowm a blocke It was a large opan space with adequate room for a
building and landscaped grounds;

IN unrolled the sketch and together she and Axelbank viewed
the location.

"I like the design," Axelbank said.

"The building would look veryv natural here," LN said, She guided
him around the perimeter, holding the sketch out at the several stops
for Axelbank to study the aﬁgle. Then, they started back to her
office.

"Have you thought anymore about the derby?® Axelbank asked.

LN tossed him a wry glance. "Have you thought anymore abéut
a donation to. the library," she countered. "Now, youlve.seen the
. site." ‘
nitd vlike to seé Vthe iibr#ry built, " Axelbank said, but he didn't

commit- himself.
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Axelbank's chauffeur was éarked at ihs curb when they got back
to IN's office,
"Wait here fbr me," he told his driver. "I'm going back inside
for a few minutes,®
YWhen he re-appeared, .he gingerly carried tﬁo paintings by his finger

tips,. . He handed them to his chauffeur., "Careful," he said, "They'rs

not quite dry."
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Chapter Ten

Several days elapsed before Southgate was able to return to
Graceland. The weekend intervened and after Togo's curiosity the first
time, he felt uncomfortable about a second trip on tﬁeir days off, Then, on
Monday, Graceland was closed as usual. |

The first day he was free _fo slip away was Wednesday and he left the
campus shortly after his claés let out at noon and drove directly to the
estate. He parked in the shopping center lot again and fell in line with the
other tourists at the Music Gate, a camera slung over his shoulder and carrying
a jacket. , ,

Although he felt warm enéugh in just.: his sweater, the "da;.r was partly
cloudy and a slight wind blew out of the north making it; chilly when the
sun disappeared for a few minutes now and then.

Southgate looked like all the other visitors traipsing up the
drive, marry of them also with cameras. Some walked alone, otheré in small
groupS. Southgate ambled along with the flow, feeling relaxed and secure.

‘At":i'le grave, he studied the site frcﬁn several gngles as he milled
‘about with the crowd. Then, he took a mumtsr of photographs, always being
careful to slightly overlap each succeeding shot with the last with the idea

of eventually fitting together a i:anora.mic view.

-
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Southgate likenéd his technique to that of the old photographer
who tpok the senior class picture back in Wabasha, Everyone stood perfectly
still while the old guy took a couple of time shots. Harry Danielson had
stood at one end, then run behind the class and:appeared again at the other
side,

Southgate laughed. He hadn't thought of that day in twenty years.

In ail, Southgate took a dozen shois, some with the fountain in
the background, some with the temple-like columms as the backdrop, including
the cufving wall behind them with the four stained glass windows. He
worked slowly, taking several photos, then mingling again with the other
visitors. |

Finally, he walked down the steps of the terraced_garden ontoi
the driveway again and took a longshot of the grass lawn sloping downward
t6Ward the boulevard and the shopping center beyond. He turned, and standing
on the same spot, took a couple of shots of the white wooden fence
running along the side of the estate behind the garden.

Southgate estimated the grassy .space between the fence ahd the curved
wall of the garden covered about twenty feet. Then, there was some heavy
foliage and beyond that buildings. Southgate hadn't noticed these on his
initial visit. Now, he realized that there:was a row of homes beyond the

fence.
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Southgate stepped back onto the terrace around the gravesite
~and informally walked off the distance from Elvis' marker to the center
of the curved wﬁ].l. He estimated the distance at eighteen feet. He returned
to the marker, turned at a right angle and stepped down from the terrace
and walked across the driveway. That distance was approximately twenty-one
feet. |
‘I-hére was no way to get beyond the drive onto the grass going down
to '.the highwé.y without arousing the security guards, so Southgate stood at
the edge making mental notes. vAfter about 2l feet, the wall on the south
edge of the estate was sione vag‘ain, a continuation really of the front __
fence along U.S, 451.
| Southgate also not.i‘ced a fence to his right. This one separated
the manicured lawn around the mansion from the pasture-like grass in
front of him, As he stood there gazing down the slope, he realized how
far it was to the shopping center. Slowly, he started walking down the
drive to the gate. At first, he counted his paces. But the drive curved
away so sharply from a straight line that he stopped.
In the shopping center, Southgate mulled his situation over.
He decided that his next step would be to complete the distance figures
for the highway and the shopping center. Alreadj-, he noticed that the

closed laundermat was in a sitraight line from the gravesite,
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Southgate went back to the highway crossing from the shopping
center and the Music Gate and fell in again with the tourists moving
back and forth across the road. From the front wall to the highway, it
was 30 feet., The highway itself was 75 feet wide. Hext, Southgate walked
over to the door of the laundermat and paced off the distance to the west
edge of U.S. 51. This was another 189 feet.

As he walked, Socuthgate considered the possibility of using
the laundermat as the entrance for the tunnel. It could be reopened
as a legitimate operation, while, at the same ti.me,-‘ serving as a front
for the clandestine burrowing. It would have advantages. Those engaged
in the tunneling could come and go freely, ei{her as employes of the
laundermat or as customers.

He thought about the dirt. There'd be lots of it. Little by

little, he supposed, it could be removed. There was an alley behind the

‘building., Trucks could move in and out of_there without drawing attention

if the trips were planned on an irregular basis, The dirt would have to
be removed in containers or people told that fhe basement under the laundry
was being expanded.

Southgate laughed. Maybe the dirt could be washed qut. through

the laundry machines, He'd have to think about that.
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Southgate reviewed what he'd done. The one measurement he
didn't have was the bié one from the grave to the highway. He'd already
ruled out the driveway as too inaccurate. So, he crossed U, S, 51 and
walked along the sidewalk in front of the wall. At the corner, where it
turned east and went up the slope, he'd hoped thers might be a path. Instead,
he found a stream that ran aleng for k0 feet or so and then turned south. The
backyards of ‘the homes adjoining the estate came next, but they were full of
bushes and private fences.

Southgate continued along the sidev}alk, past a podiatry clinie,
to a cross street, A green sign resting atop a metal post identified the
thdroughfafe as "Dola.ﬁ.“ The houses running along the estate fronted
here. Southgate turned and walked -u? Dolan, counting his paces as he
- went. When he reached the spot opposite the white ferce, he'd gone 612 feet.
He shook his head. It was a long way to dig and that wasn't counting the
distance under the highway and from the road back to the laundermat.

Southgate toock out a small notebook and jotted down the individual
 distances. From the grave to the driveway, twenty-one feet. From the
driveway to the start of the stone fernce, a.no‘c.hef twenty-four feet.
Along the stone fence to the sidewalk, 612 feet. The sidewalk, thirty feet.
Under the highway, seventy-five feet., Back to the launiermt 189 feet.

The tota’h, distance from laundermat bto grave was 951 feet.
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“Southgate »gazed at the houses along Dolan drive, They were
- brick, . some with carports, others with garages. Most of them.wére for two cars. Itwas a
typical upper middle class neighborhood. The yards were well kept and neaf. Southgate
¥new he could be at home here. As he walked back to U.S. 51, he decided
to step off the distance from the stone wall to the front of the houses
since they were lined up evenly, one beside the other, like cadets at a
West Point dress parade. ']Jais\»dis’oance came to only 150 feet. To that, add
‘ .anothér'forty eight feet and you're at the grave, Séu‘bhga‘be thought. The
latter included the distance from the white wobden fence to the curved wall
at the south end of the gravesite and the distance from the wall to the |
' ‘grave itself.
"fell," Southgate muttered to himself. "It.doesn't ‘take an engineer
‘to realize the houses are closer to the grave than the.laundromat." |
Still, the laundermat int.figued him, It certainly was more of a
: challenge from there going first urider the shopping center parking lot,
then the highway, then up the slope. It would be quite a feat to dig a
tunnel like that. But bravado is one thing, Southgate mused, reality is )
another., | |
It might be possible to buy a house on Dolan adjoining the estate

and more or less in line with the grave, he thought.
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Southgate had lots of 'bhought_s , none of them conclusive. He
¥new some of the poésibili‘oes and some of the limitations. He had his
~ photographs. lie knew something of the security around the estate. He had
some feel for the everyday 1ife of the neighborhood. As he walked back
to his car, he pondered his next move. He wasn't sure yet, but it might
be time to approach Togo. He needed advice on tunneling. He could ask
Togo some general qneS*bions, maybe get some feel of hisg friend's attitude
from his responses.

Southgate wondered how financially strapped Togo really was. His
friend had never been prone to exaggeration. And He!'d never k:nown him ‘o
talk openly about Sarah asking for money before. Sou‘chga'be climbed into
nis convertible and started the engine. He pulled slowly out the parking
lot and tumed north into U.S. 51. Passing the Music Gate, he again thought
of returning to Graceland sometime at night and check the activity there
after dark, It wasn't something he had to do immediately, however.

As he drove toward home, he wondered who lived in the houses
along Dolan drive, If he lmew the addresses, he could check the names
in a criss-cross, an area directory in which residents are listed by thelr
house numbers. Southgate pulled over into the center lane., When the southbound
traffic broke he wheeled his car into .a parking lob adjoining a bank, made a

U-turn and pulled back into U.S. 51 heading south again.
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At Dolan, he made a left turn and drove slowly down the street.
The houses were in the 1400s. The one directly in line with the grave
was 163, Southga'be made a slow U-turn at the first corner and drove
- back to the highway. He turned morth again. This time, he could think
of nothing more to do. He turned on the .car radio and settled back

for the drive. He was just in time to beat the rush hour traffiec.

ISHE I8E6E e



Chapter ¥laven

Late the next afternoon, Southgate met Togo in the faculty
lounge in 01d Main, The room was deserted except for elderlylﬁatt
Brown, Delta's wvenerable prbfessor of philosophy, who was asleep in
a large, ovefstuffed chair in one corner, an opén‘book balanced precariously
on his lap.

Usually, the walnut paneled room, with its sedate, traditional
furniture, was empty at that time of the day., But a slumbering oceupant
was still no obstacls, | |

"fe can talk leisurely here," Southgate said, léading his close
ffiend to the opposite side of the room from their dozing colleague. "let's
sit down," Togo appeared gloomy and a little anixous. Southgate 100ked
at him with concern. "I'm sorry I missed you the other night," he
said. |

A smile wavered oﬁ Togo'!s face for an instant. "Oh, that's all
right, IN and-i had a good talk, Sarah's going to .ask the court for more
support money. Frankly, Brax, I don't know where I'm going t0 get it here
at Delta.”
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:Soﬁthgate queezed‘éaSilyﬂinto the opening. “I've got an
idea on that," he said. His smile was warm. “Maybe:you won't have
to leave Delta." |
"Where élse is there?"‘Togo asked gently. "Sure, I could go
into private industry. Bubt a man ought to be able to do what he likes.
I love teaching and research." . |
Southgate nodded his head in sympathy and the feeling was
| genuine, He adﬁifed Togo deeply. The man was an excellent teacher, who
had done COmmendaBle exploration in his field. Thers was a touch of top
drawer about him. Befere his divorce, he'!d been satisfied, a‘rugged
down-to;eafth individual., It had 5eén Sarah who was discontent.
‘Southgate thought again about Togo's natual ability for
mechanics. The man was a perennial putﬁerer. It was this trait, along with
his geological knowledge, that Southgate wanted to put to use in his
plahs. | |
"Maybe I could get a worihwhile research grant from someone,".
Togo said. "I want to help Sarah, But I want tofstay here," He sighed.
"Ouf relationship is like a bone caught in my throat."
"We need to get rid of that bone," Southgate said.
| Togo nodded. From the far corner came a loud snore and then a
long, rippling whiffle. Both men laughed. Togo's mood seemed to'change.A

Suddenly, he seemed - relaxed, stronger'again and more comfortable.
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"You've been curious about my errand the other day," Southgate
said. "Well, I drove out to Graceland. You know Van Weber is going for
governors I have an idea to stop him and at the same time, if you want to
help me, yoﬁ'll get your money."
"What are you up to?" Togo grinned. It was a welcome sight to
Southgats. |
"I‘E’s no Mickey Mouse stunt, Togo. I'm talking about millions
of dollars," |
Togo gave his friend a curious look, "Sure," He laughed. "A million
here, a million there. Prétty soon it adds up to real money.!
~ "I'm serious," Southgate said._ "Lsten to me. I'm going to borrow
Elvis for a few days, create a mystery, I know Weber., He'll stick his
big nose into the investigation, itry to take it over with his .
police, He'll think he can slidé. into the governor's chair
on the publiecity surrounding the solution, He's that way and has been
" ever since I first knew him in school. He'll take over -anything that
he thinks will ;dvancé ‘his career, Well, this time, it will be his downfall.
He won't solw}e the mystery. We're going to outsmart him,® |
Toéo sat up. His €yes shone with the light of discovery. "And
pick up several million dollé.rs at the same time." There was an easy give
‘and take between the two men. "But, Brax, we don't want to "l;;.lce' money
from Elvis' daughter. That would be mean. People won't stand for

it.®
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Soumgam smiled." "We're not gc‘;ing‘ to get iﬁvolved with his
family,"

""Who then?"

"First, we'll tunnel in and remove the casket from the vault
to just a few feet away. It won't evén leave the gravesita, It's a legal
'technicali‘by, but if the body doesn't leave the gravesite, Weber will have
a hard time even proving a crime,n |

Togo felt a shimmy of fear skitter up his ba.ck.‘ "God, Brax,"
he said, His mouth dropped open in awe. Then, he listened again, his
face tense and his eyes,i a dark, searghing brown, fixed
~on Soﬁthgate.‘
k "You mentioned the money,m Southgate said, returning Togo's '
gaze, Togo nodded, “"The tslevision ne'bvirorks h.ave plenty. We'll sell
the rights of disclosure of _the story to the highest bidder, Tt'11
be one of the .biggest ex;‘;_lusives in years. Viewers will be on the edge
of their chairs. The networks will offer a lot of bucks for that kind
of audience,®

| ny agree, Brax, there would be tremendous interest. Elvis was one

of the most popular mén in the world. Still is, in fact.™

"That isn't all, As part of the TV package, we'll demand . two minutes

of air time, which we, in turn, will sell,"
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"To the highest bidder again?® rJ'.“ogo’asked. |

"Certainly. There are a lot of people in the world who have
a message they.'d like to spread. Think of all the corporations. The
labor unions. The politicans. Even nations for that matter. They all
feel misunderstood at onme time or another. Somecne will be eager to buy
this time from. us'. A lot can be said in .two minutes," He paused. "I'd want
a worthwhile message, of course. We'll have to screen the applicants
carefully.”

Over in the far corner, old Matt Brown's snow whité head rocked from side
to side., He gave a short, then his chin feli on his frail chest again., Southgate
.watched him for a moment, then turned back to Togo, Uleit's go before Matt
wakes up," he said, "I'11l drive you home., We can talk more during the
ride."

Togo glanced furtively across the room, Already, he felt like a
conspirator. The two men rose and tiptoed frofn the lounge.

nT14 be set for life if this works out, Brax,"™ Togo said as they
walked from the building.

The morning had bez‘en‘foggy and damp. Later, the fog had lifted but a
bank of tightly knit cummulus clouds remained. Now, -l'hese had begun to dis-
integréte and sunlight streaked through the gaps, stabbing patches of yellow

light on the green campus.



Southgate tui'ned his head’ sideways toward Togo, "Everyone
ought ’oo be rich once in his life," he said. "Just once to get the
feel of it." There was an amused timber in his voice. Finé lines
crinkled away from the outside corners of his frank blue eyes, "The
privilege should be passed around, each one, in turn, enjoying it for
a year or two., It's our‘ turn, Togo. It's our turn,"

"And we'll give Weber a good kick in the ass, too,"

Southgate tossed his head back with a laugh, He wrapped his arm
around Togo's shoulder and gave him an a.ffecﬁi_ohate hug. "Check," he
said. | |

T hope the anvgevls are on our side," Togo remarked.

"Elvis was av generous man, Togo. He'd . wnderstand our plight.
He'll talk those angels around, When I first thought of this, I had the
feeling that somehow he'd enjoy it. He was just thé.ﬁ kind of guy."

They reached Southgate's convertible and climbed. in, .

- "This is the right car for clandestine operations,® Togo remarked
touching its black, canvas roof, "With no top bulb, the interior is never
lighted at night when the doors open,™

Southgate nodded. "ﬁe'll have to get used to working with little

or no light anyway," he said. "Tunnels are dark places, !
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-Southgate turned the key in the ignition and the motor turned
over. He slipped the cér into low gear and they pulled away, slowing
for the speed bumps aé 'they Wound— their way off campus. \Onée in the city
streets, Togo pondered the consequences of failure. |

®"Jhat happens if we are caught?? he. asked '

"is I sa;i.d, we're not _»going' to take the casket from the gravesite,"
Southgate replied. His tone was confident. "This eliminates a lot of
law right there. We could be _chai'ged wi’oh injury to a tomb, Even thebre,
j:he odds are with us. The penalty is minor. Weighed against the rewards,
1 figure the gamble is worth it."

"What is the penalty, Brax?" Togo asked. His voice was low, un-
certain, | ' |

Southgate tried to weigh his friend!'s concern, to measure whether
Togo was wavering, For a few moments, he drove on in silence, his eyes
' straight ahead on the road, He'd convinced himself the risk was small.
Now, he had to the Asame with 'l‘ogé. |

"If welre discdvered, we'd be tried 6n a misdemea_nor. The penalty
for that in Tennessee is,no moré thén one year in jail or a fine of not
mo‘m than $1,000." Southgate paused, then added, "Or both, We also cuuld

be liable for any damage to the tomb if sued in a civil action,"
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"That's all?"
"That's it," Southgate said.

Togo straightened wp in his seat, "I could get more than that

. for non~-support of my children.® But then his voice beceme apprehensive

again, '"What about extortion?"

"Whom afe we going to extort?!

Togo he'sitﬁted. "I'm not sure, The networks? The peopls we sell 4
tite to?" | | | |

"Those are straight'businesé deals. They won't be threatened, No
demands will be put upon them. They either purchase the rights or they
don't, _’I_'hey']_l be getting something of value to thém.in return for their
money, That money is a fee to us for services rendered," -

"What about kidnapping?" His wvoice was 'bight. .

"I don't see how that applies, We're nét going to hold anything, or
anyone, for ransom," |

Togo took a deep breath and exhaled. Both men were siient: Nnow,
After.vseveral bloéks,’ it was Togo who spoke again., "It does sound like
the risk is small, Brax," he said.

"Togo, you shouldn't wait until .thé last roll of the dice before
taking action to counter Sarah,'" Southgate aéserted. We couid get started on

this right away. Then, when the time comes, you'll be prepared,"



Togo ha.lf turned toward sqnthgate. A strange thrill ran through
him, Suddenly, he felt an odd sense of enormous power, like he could
have control of his life again, He screwed up one eye., There was great
gusto in his voice., "What's our first st ?" he asked.

Southga‘ae turned into the block on which Togo lived, "I think
I ought to drive you out to Graceland, You ought to see the layout first
hand,."

"How about Saturday morn:!.ng?“

"Perfect ," |

- Southgate pulled wp in front of a big, -rambling two story
~ frame house with a large porch wrapped around the front and one
side, Togo had lived alone there for the 1as’o two years. At times, he'd
' thought of moving,. But always, when the decision was at hand, he'd decided
to stay on,even.when LN and Southgata encouraged him to move into their
-tcwnhouse‘ complex several blocks away.

As ﬁe c¢limbed out the car, Togo hesitated. "Why don'ﬁ you come
.ove,rvfor breakfast;" he said, "We can drive out to Graceland fron here.”
"Let's take your car," Southg_a"oe said. "lﬁ.ne'sb geit.ing to be a

regﬁlar out there." |

"Fair enough. See you'Satu;rday."
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Southgate waved as he drove off,

On Saturday morning, Southgate‘ and Togo were among the first
visitors to arrive at Graceland ‘_when the Music Gate opened at.nine
o'clock, |
"After you've seen the gravesite, I'll explain the -alternatives
we have for tunneling," Southgate said as they walked up the drive, -Across the
road in the shopping center, the sun's rays reflected off of the windshield of
,‘Togo"s car. 1t was a pleasant day with a promise of warmth later,
When they reached ths terrace, 'Southgate stopped on the top
steps. With a sweep of his right arm, he pointed, in turn, to the fountains
and wishing pool, the marke.rs,.the Greek colums and the curved wall with .
its four stained glass windows., Togo féuowed the arm's movement with
his eyes. .
"I consider all of this the gravesite," Southgate said. "If anything
here on top was willfully damaged, I think that would be the legal finding,
So, we have this area to work with underxieath once we turmel in,”
"Yeah, but what's underneath?"
"The coffin is in a concrefbe vaulte. Obviously, there are pipes

for the fountains. But we won't be working in that area.”

"
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Togo looked closely at his cozppanion. "How did you find out
about the vault?" : | _

Southgate smiled., "I did some research at the public library. The
information was carried in a story in the Press-Scimitar." Southgate pointed
to the curved wall and the bi-level walkway in front of it. "It doesn!t. appear
anything is under there,”

T agree," Togo_said. "Even if there are some electric cables, they're

-¢lose to fhe surface, They wouldn't bother us," Togo studied the wall and

the walk, "There's some weight in them," he said, "The entire tunnel to the

grave will have to be shored,"

"Agreed," Southgate said,

Toge walked over and studied the bronze and granite
markers, while Southgate remained on the steps. When Togo returned, they
moved back onto the drive and gazed toward the shopping center..

"It's quite a distance," Togo said.

_"From Elvis! grave to the abandoned Z_l.aundermat I showed you when
 We got éut of your car it's 951 feet. I stepped it off.?
| ‘Togo-shook his head, "That's a lot of digging,® He looked back toward
the terrace, "There's a marker on this side of his grave, too. That really
complicates things. The way I fj_.guzfg it”_ vge'c_l have 40 go do:m under that

grave and then come - up again underneath his."
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"That's his grandmother on this side of him," Southgate

said, He turned toward thé south, "From the grave to those houses over
there it's only 188 feet.® |

Togo studied the terrain, "I like that better," he said. "That's
a distance we can cope with."

"It's much simpler," Southgate remarked. "From there we coﬁld come
in level with his grave, too. "Ihe_t.roubj__e is that's all private property.
We'd havé access to the shopping center. We could rent the laundermat,."

"Je could buy a house," Togo said.

"To do that, we need a seller."

Togo shrugged. "It would be :j.mpractical to come in here from the
shopping center,” he said. "It's just too far, I'm nol saying it can't
be done, I'm jﬁst saying it would be dammed arduous."

Southgate scratched the back of his head, then smoothed down his
hair again, "I drove -down that street when I was out here the other day," he
told Togo. "Those houses are in the 1hQO block of Dolan. I thought I could use
a criss—cross to see who lives 1n them," He reached in his pockeﬁ and pulled
" out the slip of papér he'd written the information down on.

Togo walked over 4o the end of the driveway and leaned over a knse
hlgh chain at the beginning of the grass, After a couple of minutes he '
returned to Southgate's side. He held his hand at his waist and pointed

a finger in the direction of the houses.
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"That houser directly behind the thi.rd stained glass window
is right on line with Elvis! marker," he said, "From there, we could
come out of the bagement into the ‘yard, then undér the white fence into
Graceland and up the lawn to the wa.li. From tﬁe wall, we could go right to
ﬁhe concrets vault, "

Southgate glénced at the slipi of paper in his hand.\ "The address
of‘v_that house is 1463 Dolan," he said. "I'11 find out who lives there."

Sou"bhgate jammed the paper back in his-pocket. The two men began
wéli{ing down the blacktop drive., "I've seen everything I need to," Togo
- said, | | |

"You sure?"

"Yes, "

"I've some photographs I took the other day," Southga{;e said.
e can use them for reference."

"I'd like to borrow those,if T may," Togo said.

';‘Ihey're back at my townhouse, ready and waiting,"

"I'11 draw a diagram to scale for us," Togo said. "I'll base it
on a 188 foot tunnel coming in from the house."

| "fe need to get inside,"” Southga’oe said.
‘Togo theught for a moment before he spoke. "In due time, we do,"

he answered, "But, it isn't. necessary for my preliminary figuring."



19

They walked a few feet in silence. There was still a morning
haze from the overm.ght moisture mixing with the sunl:.ght. Off to the
side of the drive, the grass was still drenched in crystals of heavy
dew, Togo svtudied the silent mansion over his shoulder to the right.
"It's like a scene from 'Gone with the Wind' with the columed
portico," he said., "Past glory seems to be_ hanging there shrouded in
the haze as if it's beiﬁg filtered back to us,"
Soufhga*be_ peered across the lawn, He saw everything Togo did
and read the same feelings into it; At the Music Gate, they scurried across

the highway as the traffic light changed. In minutes they were headed

for home.

Southgate found a criss-cross in the tax assessor's 6ffice in
the Shelby county courthouse, He borrowed the heavy, thick book from
a clerk and stood at a nearby table to check the ‘names of the residents |
-of the 1400 block of Dolan drive.,. This took place on the Monday after
Togo's exploratory tour of Graceland,

He first ran his i‘mger down the 1ns:.de column of the page where
the 12;00 block of Dolan was listed. There, opposite the address 1463, he
found the na.mes,=. Glenn and l&yr‘ble Trimble, He wrote the information down
on a.yej.low legal pad he took from a brown leather briefcase. To the employes
in the busy clerk's office, Southgate looked every inch a working

lawyer.
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After he'd scribbled down the Trimbles' names, he did the
same for the houses on either side of 1463. He and Togo had decided
over the weekend that, if .necegsary, they could tunnel in at an angle
»from another nearby house if 1163 was unavailable. Next door to the east,
at W59, were the Rowans, Robert and Carol. The Warrens, William and
Harriet  lived in the house west of the Trimbles at 1L69. Southgate
dutifully wrote the names down on his yellow pad., Then, he closed the
. eriss—cross and stuffed the writing tablet back in his briefcaée.
"Thanks very much," he said to the clerk, a portly ‘black man
. with tobacco stained teeth,’as he heaved the heavy book back up on
the counter.

"That didn't take long," the clerk said, "Did you find what you
wanted 2"

"All set," Southgate éaid. ®If I need more information, I'll
come back."

- "Glad to. be of help," the clerk said.

In the courthouse lobby, Southgate found a row of half-a-dozen
.telephones, »At. one end, attached to the last booth by a chain, was ﬁhe
¥Yemhis directory. Southgate thumbed through it to the T*s, where hevran'

down the names wntil he found "Trimble Glenn 1463 DolaN.....578 0943."
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He closed the book, It was near noon. The lunch crowd was
beginning to filter into the lobby as he walked across its polished

marble floor to the exit,
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Chapter Twelve.

"This is exciting," Margaret Jean said, holding a teddy

bear ‘that once belonged to Elvis, "I've heard so much about his

‘stuffed animals,"

"e've been able to find a number of them," LN said; "There are
several.more still at Graceland, They're a natural for exhibiting in a
Presley library."

"Oh, he's so cute,".Margaret Jean said, cuddling the little,.brcwn

tdy close to her bosom. "We just have to get that library built, IN, There're

5o many things to be saved,"

The two women, who were fast becoming close friends, stood together

in a rdom piled high with memorabilia, With Axelbank off on a trip to

Chicago with several Gershon Wingo paintings, Margaret Jean had slipped

out to the Delta campus to see LN's growing collection, |

"So, Alan believes he can sell Gershon's work," LN remarked. "Wouldn'+t

" that be wonderful?" She flipped her head in a pointing motion. "He has

" Gershon painting night and day in that room down the hall,"

122
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"There are a number of small, exclusive galleries élong'upper
Michigan avenue he's going to visit," Margaret Jean explained, "Theyb
special:.ze in modern art. He's sure they'll take them. Mr. Axelbank is
good at that sort of thing,"
"Do you know what price" tag he's going to put on them”"
~ Margaret Jean rolled her eyes. "I heard him mention 31,200."
"4 week ago, Gershon couldn't give them away,"
"But he was unknown then. It's different with Mr Axelbank as
his patron,™
"I suppose so.," 4
"It is, really. Mr. Axelbank was a ternis coach in the summers
at a country club in Kentucky'whén he was young. He told me that when he
. charged %‘5»3. lesson, he had so many pupilé he couldn't handle them, ‘So, he
raised his fee to $7 and they still came. Then, he increased it to $10 and
fchef'e were still just as many. His ’point is that if peoplé want something
they 11 pay for it. He's going to make them want Gershon Wingo paintiﬁgs
up 1n Ch:.cago. " . }
"I'm glad he went," LN said., "It gives us a chance to visit and for you
to look over the Elvis material I have for the library." She pulied a little
piastic dol;l., 8ix inches high, from a ca:dbbard box, It was a replica of Elvis

in a seqﬁir)ed costume with a guitar around his neck and his legs spread épart.
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.:“Isn't‘that darlin'," Margaret Jean exclaimed.

LN walked over to the far side of the room, where two wooden
boxes sat on a table., "I want to move these into'my officé»when we
go," she said. "Maybe, you'll help me."
| "I sure will. What's in them?"

_ LN reached in one and removed a stick of papers. "They're unpublished
- songs people sent to Elvis from all over the world. They wanted him to sing
them. I need tq start sorting them out. They're interesting in themselves,
but, even more important, are the comments Elvis has written on them, He's
even fiddled with the words or music on some,." »

LN handed one te Margafet Jean, "This one's fram Germany."

"There's a translation of the words attached‘bo it," Margaret Jean'-
camented, She began to hum, then tried to sing a few baré of the words.
"Not bad," she said. As she handed the sheets back to IN, she looked at
her watch. "I mustn't forget my call," she said.

. "When it's time, we'll go back = to the office," IN told her..
"In twenty minutes," Margaret Jean said., She continued to peruse
~ the songs, pulling one, then another from the pile LN had given her. "This
is just fascinating," she said. "There must be several hundred here."
"That's why I'm anxious to go to work on them. They need to be

arranged in some kind of order."
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"His fans would be so interested in these," Margéret Jean
said. "We arrange several tours a year. Would it be possible for them
to spend time in the library?"
"Of coursa, Some of them, if they're music students, might even
want to study here. I'd like to see specialized courses déalingAwith different
phases of rock *n roll, Its development, Its sounds campared to other
music. Its mixture of blues and country music.‘These would be seminars
dealing in depth with only one phase at a time. Some would last several
weeks, others several months," |
1 There are so many things that can be done," Margaret Jean ééid.
She put the song sheets back iﬁ the box, "I'll carry this one," she
'said; picking.it up.
IN 1i£ted the other box to the door and slid it out into the
hall, While Margaret Jean waited, she locked the door. Then the pair’
of thém,>cradling the boxes in their arms, strﬁggled down to IN's
of fice.
"Let's put them here for now," LN said, lowering hers to the
floor under a window., Margaret Jeaﬁ.dropped her box next to LN's, She
‘glanced at her watch; then immediately picked.up.IN's erange telephone on the

‘desk and dialed.
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"Hello, Billy Joe," she said to the guard in f,he lobby of her
office building, “thié is Margaret Jean. I want to place a bet for
M, Ax_elba,nk; Is Pretty Girl Still running in the sixth race at Tropical
Park?" She paused, waiting for his answer. "She is, Well, will you cover
Mr. Axelbank across the board for $100. Be's sure she's a winner,!

"I hope he doesn't bet that much every day," IN remarked after
- Margaret Jea.n,replaced the receiver, |

l{arga.ret Jean laughed, "No, he's not that addicted, But he does
fancy himself a good judge of horseflesh," She tossed back her head and
laughed, "This nag will probably finish a strong fourth,!

’ "Dq you function regularly as his bookie?" bLN .asked.

Margaret Jean -laughed,

"If you do," IN said, "maybe, we could raise the money for the
~ library that way," Then, she ‘laughed, too,

B1 should be getting back downtown," Margaret}Jean said,

"Stay here," IN coaxed, "Come home with me for dinner, You'd get
back to your effice just in time to close,”

Margaret Jean hesitated. "I supposeI coulsttay," she said. Im-
pulsively, shé picked up the phone again, "I'll call Sue Ann and tell
her to lock up."

"When is Alan coming back from Chicago?" IN asked,

ES—
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"Tomorrow," Margaret Jean replied. "Late tomorrow,"
The phone rang, LN answered. "Hey, Brax, How are you?"
"Want a ride home?" Southéate's voice was deep and friendly.
"I'll be leaving shortly. Since you came with me this morning, I thought
I'd bedter give you a ring.” |
"My gosh! Is it that late?" LN said in surprise. Quickly, she
added, "The answer is yes," e
" "Wait there, I'11 drop by."
IN's voice was calm again. '"You can meet Margaret Jean."
"See you soon. "
IN hung up the phone, "We've been so busyI almost missed our
ride, "
| I could always call Mr, Axelbank's chauffeur," Margaret Jean
sa.id. "He offered to pick me up again,!
It was just a hop, skip and a jump from Southgate's office in
.01d Main to the library. Only five minutes elapséd-before Southgate
| appeared at the door of IN's office.. |
- "Come in, Brax, Meet llargéret. Jean Tracy, Alan Azeibank's private
secretary,” |
Southgate smiled. : "Hello, ‘Margaret Jean. It's nice to know you."

"Thank you,"
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- LN continued, "Margaret-Jean, this is Braxton Southgate, Delta's

bmost distinquished professor of law," |

Margaret Jean."s eyes sparkled." "Tﬁis is a pleasure," she said,

Southgate eyed the boxes under the window, '"More Presley memorabilia?"
he asked pointing to the bulging cartons. "All of this stuff will force
you out of here sbon, LN, " |

"Those are uﬁpublished séngs fans sent Elvis hoping he'd ging them.
I think they're important," IN replied, her voice a bit haughty.

Southgate let ou"b a low whistle. "There must be several hundred
of them, : v _ |
| "I doubt that this is all‘l of them," LN remarked. "We'll prébably never
find them all,"

Southgate picked up one and studied 3t. "I never realized there
were so many amateur song writers," he said. He put the song back and
turned to LN, "Shall we go?® | |

"We're ready," LN said, At the déor éhe flicked off the light
switch and the fluorescent tubes in the office .ceiling darkened, She
pulled the door shut and twiste'd‘ the knob t.o make sure it wag -
locked. |

The trio started up the stairs. "Can you stay for dinner, Brax?"

'IN asked. "Margaret Jean is coming,"
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Southgate hesitated. "I've time for a drink," he said finally.
"But I've work to do at home. I'll take a rain check on the dinner
though." |

"Fair enough," LN replied. Then, she stared him right in the |
- eye. "Another errand?" she asked. |

Southgate's face flushed. They reached his convertible..
"Il sit in the middle," Margaret Jean voluntsered, sliding across the
- seat. , -

Southgate climbed behind the wheel. "This car's good for another

twenty years," he said, "Everytime I start it, the engine just purrs.®

SREEE HNREE S8eEE



- Chapter Thirteen

~

LN's remark about another errand wofried Southgate; He'd begged
off stéying.for dinner with hef and Margaret Jean in ordé? to find out
more about the Trimbles., Cne minute he suspected shé'd,caught on to his
actions, the next he was sure he'd done absolutely nothing that could
make her suspicious,

'Still, he sought reassurance and decided to give Togo a ring
on' the phone, which his new co-conspirator answered lmmediately. "Hey,
; Togo," Southgate said. "How are things going?" |

"No problems yet," Togo answered.

"I just dropped off IN and she made a flip cemmentAabout my
going off on another errand. Db-you thinkvshe‘suspects something?"

Togo was silent a moment, then said, "I doubt it. I haven't seen
_ hér for a couple of days, so I'm no last minute expert, but I don't see
how she can know é thihg. Chélk’it-up to'coincideﬁce."

"Well, I'm working on “hat house on Dolan street. The criss-cross
iists the occupahts as Glenn and Myrtle Trimble, I skipped dinner with
.LN to give them a call., Her remark really hit home." |

"I'm not going to worry abéuﬁ it," Togo said.
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“Okah," answered Southgate. "Me either. I'11 talk to you
later,” } |

"Check,".Togo said and hung up,

Southgate took the yellow legal pad from'his briefcase and put it on
his desk next to the telephone, He punched out the nﬁmﬁer 578 0943, A waﬁan
answered éfte; three rings.. | | | | L

- "Hello, Mrs, Myrtle Trimble?" Southgate asked.
 "Yes, This is Mrd, Trimble,"

"Good evening," Southgate read from'thé pad. "Iim calling from
Family Opinions, Inc.,‘we're a natiorrvide marketing research firm in New
York City., We're conducting avsurvey'tonight'on cooking and would like to -
ask you a few questions. Are you the female head of the househould, Mfs.
Trimble2" ‘

"Why, yes I am."

"And do you regularly do the family grocery shopoing?"

"es, I do," |

"Mrs., Trimble does anyone in your household work fo? an advertising
. _agen&y, a market research firm or a firm engaged in the manufacturing, sale
or diStribﬁtion of food producﬁs?"

"No, my husband and I are retired."
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Southgate's interest heightened. She was cooperating with

- him. He began to settle down, like a sportsman who knows the fish is .

firmly on the hook and now the task is to reel it in.

"Mrs. Trimble, for classification purposes only: Are you Spanish?

| Caucasian? Black? Oriental? Or other? He’paused,‘then explained, "like

.an American Indian.," -

"I'm white,"
"I'm going ﬁo read you various agé gfoupings. Pleasé tell ﬁe.
to which one you belong, Under 21? 21 to 342 35 to L49? 50 to 64? over
6571 '
Mrs, Trimble laughed. "Why, I'm 67. The same age as my husband,”
"Have you, or has aﬁyone in your family, participated in a research
study'in the past six months?" |
"No. I've never been called before. I've read and heard about opinion

polls all of my life, But no one ever asked me a thing until you. Frankly,

I thought they were made up." She paused, then laugned again. "You mean all

those women on TV really use those soaps?"

"Mrs, Trimble, it's all very scientific," Southgate responded. "You're

- one of 350 housewives we're calling at random in this one survey on cooking.

Your answers are highly valued., Let me read you some numbers now and you tell
me which one best describes the number of pérsons in your household, One?

Two? Three? Four? Five? Six or more?" -
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"Two, There's just Glenn, my husband;, and me. We never had
children,*
- "Do you rent? Om your home 2 Live with relatives?"
"Me 're owners. Yy husband is a retired electrical engineer,™
. "Mrs, Trimble, I was just going to read of f some job categories.
I'11 skip those now, Tell me, do you ever marinate meat, fish or
poultry?"
"Yes,"
"How often? Once a week? -‘ Twice a month? Once every six months?
Cnce a year or less?® ‘
Mrs, Trimble thought for a few seconds, nI1g say twice a month."
"Do you buy the marinade or do you make your owﬁ?"
"I buy it. Shopping gives me and my husband a chance to get out,
We enjoy driving, We go to the store almost every day." |
Y“Mrs, Trimble what brand do you buy?"
There was a pause, "It's not Kitchen_Cook. I don't like that.
Let's see, Most of the time it's Mr. Sance." |
"Let me read you some names, You tell me if you've heard of any -
of them."
"Chef's Delight?"
ﬂKo.ﬂ

"Sauce Ten?"
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"No."
"Thrifty Sauce?"
"Iiye heard of that,"
"Do you think you ever might buy it? Probably will buy it? Probably
won't buy it? Will never buy .i'h?" ‘
| "I might try it sometime.!
"We need a rough idea of your total household income bei‘ore taxes,
: Yrs. Trimble, Is it: under $10,000? $10,000 to $14,9992 $15,000 to $19,999?
$20,000 to $24,9997 $25,000 to $29,9992 $30,000 to $3L,9997 $35,000 or
- more? | ‘ |
' "Do I have to anéwér that?? _

"1t would help the survey if you did." a

"Well," She paused, "326,000 to $244,000."

"Mrs. Trimble, we sell nothing and you will receive no solicitations
as a result of this call, For verifications purposes only, do you mind telling
me your street address and city?"

"1)463 Dolan drlve s Memphis, vTennesgee."

' "ﬁlank you very much for talking to us. Your answers are very helpful.
Have a nice evening.ml'
Southgate hung up, "Bingo;!‘ ‘he said to ‘himseli‘.

| 4
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Chapter Fourteen -

A few minutes after five o'clock, IN paused at the entrance to
the Skyway atop the Peabody hotel in downtown Memphis. The maitre d!
stood beside the lectern hdlding his reservations book. He put down his
pencil and came forward. "May I help you?" he asked.
| IN's eyes swept the room. Here and there, .couples sat having early
cocktails, The tinkling strains of Stardust came from a piano tucked
away in a far corner. "A table, please," she said. |

"For one?"

"No, Two. I'1l be joined by Mr. Axelbank shortly."

"Tou're Miss Gladfelter?"

Yes,"

"Mr, Avelbank phoned. He'!ll be a few minutes 1§1te. He asked me
_to apologize." The black tied maitre d' stepped off. "This way, please."

A fine mist had settled in after a day in which gray, low hanging
¢louds had played hide and éeek with the sun up and down the river valley
Small, round drops of moisture already clung to the outside glass as LN was
escorted to a white gjothed table a few feet from the windows that circled

the room. Overhead, twinkling lights studded the ceiling.,
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1t was darkening early. A good time, IN thought, to be inside.
The atmoéphere in the room was pleasant and relaxed., As she looked through
the wet panes, LN felt as if she were snugly encased in a warm, dry, see-
through capsule surrounded by damp, alien vapors, She recalled, with a
smile, that it was the kind of day that Southgate insisted was created to
vcuddle up with a bottle and a blonde.

"Would you like a drink while you wait?" the maitre 4! asked,

"Yes, I believe I will,"

The maitre d' turned and silently summoned a waiter, who hurried
~to the table, "Yes, madam?"

IN smiled. "I'd like an old fashioned, piease."

The waiter turned and left with a brisk step. Shortly, he returned
with a small bowl of salted nuts, followed moments later by the drink. LN

1ifted her glass, moistened the brim with her lips, then took a sip. Just

- ‘then, Axelbank appeared., IN watched while he shook hands at the door with

the maitre d', who, in turn, gestured toward her table.
The two men marched forward, the maitre d! in the lead, Axelbank
following.,

*I'm sorry I'm late, my dear," he apologiz<d when he reached her.
But he offered no further explanation, . ]

R - S S ST
‘As he sat down opposits her, the maitre d' asked, "The

usual, Mr. Axelbank?"

"Yes, Karl, thank you."
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LN ran a finger around the rim of her glass. "You don't need
to apolagize," she said when the maitre 4! had gone. "I've only been
here a few minutes myself."

Axelbank snﬁ.‘l.ed. "Well, I'm sorry." Then, he changed the subject.
"This is a delightful room," he said, "one of my favorites."

"This is my first visit since the renovation," IN remarked, loocking
arcund“again. "Do you think the revival will take hold?"

"The Peabody is one of the famed landmarks of the mid-south,"
~ Axelbank responded. "And mid-town hotels are popular again.”

The Skyway was becoming crowded now, "People d seem to be getting
out more," LN commented. .{bcelbank's martini arrived, LN took another sip
of her old fashioned and they chatted, in an easy, rambling conversation about
the weather, Gershon Wingo's paintings and Axelbanks's journey to
Chicago, | |

The trip was a success, he said, but he didn't go iﬁto detail.

The waiter reappeared. "Ready for anmother drink?" he asked.

» Axelbank gathered up a handful of salted nuts. "Yes, another round," he
said. |

"I don't hold my liquor very well," IN said.

"Nonsense," Axelbank replied,
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"No, I'm serious,"

"Well, you know what Ogdeéen .Nash wrote, 'Candy's dandy bnt liquor's
quicker, !

IN laughed, hoping to cover her blush, "I get fuzzy tongued if
I drink too much," she ezxplained.
| When's he going to mention the library, LN thought. She wanted
a clear head when he did, so she nursed her second drink when it came, She
was dying to talk about. the library but hesitated to broach the subject
- first,

. "How are the fan clubs doing, Alan?" she asked. _
| "Better than ever before," he zfeplied; "Just toda};, two more were

chartered. One in Hong Kong, the other in Foxboro, Massachusetts, Everyone
of them wants to a make a pilgrimage to Memphis, of course.®

This time IN couldn't resist. "A librery would be an ideal stop
for them," she said.

"Or a museum," Axelbank put in, There was a hint of rejection
in his. vpice. |

LN suddenly felt vulnerable. She had a feeling that Margaret Jean |
hanudled him much better than shé did, He was always slipping and sliding

away from IN, "™What do you mean, a museum?"
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"A museum that has an admission price, We could make money
on that."
"That!s crass,” LN countered.
Axelbank laughed, YO0f course."
"Alan, T need your help with the library."
“I'm sorry, my dear, but I'm turning you down,"
"If you don't want to make a personal donation; you could make
one on behalf of the fan clubs. The members would be happy about that.!
Axelbank's gaze was penetrating. "Perhaps, But I'm still not
going to do it."
"Did youw ask me here just to tell me this?"
Axelbank scrunched up his eyebrows, "I thought it would be a
nice place for you to drovm your sorrow," |
"fell, I don't feel like getting wet." IN rose regally from her
chair. "Good night, Alan,™
Axelbank's eyes focused on something an indefinite distance
away. "I suppose this means you aren't going to the derby," he said.
IN's eyes narrowed. Her cheeks colored. Her jaw took on a firm,

hard line. '"You bet your ass it does," she replied.
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When she stepped from the elevator into the lobby, a duck waddled
past. Others were swimming, as usual, in the fountain nearby. "That's what
he's doing," LN muttered to herself, "He's ducking out on me." She felt
crushed, her dream of the liBrary seemingly farther away than ever, She

walked dejectedly to get her car.

Outside, on the new, red brick sidewalk, laid in a herringbone
pattern, IN paused, then went back inside and asked the bell captain the
‘location of a telephone. When he pointed across the lobby, LN rummaged
in her pu;rse for change.

A tear in the corner of one eye, she dialed and heard the phone ring
once, then again. Her heartbeat quickened, the more she thought about
Axelbank, the angrier she became.

"Hello," said Southgate's voice,

"Hey, Brax, aré you busy?"

"Well, hi, honey." He paused. "Am I busy, you ask, It depénds. "Why?
What's up?"

LN took a deep breath, "Axelbank just tu§neci me down on a donation
to the libra.fy." She surpressed a sniffle, "I feel just awful.t

"Where are you now?" -
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"At the Peabody. We we‘re having a drink in the Skyway. He asled
me up there just to 'wll‘ me,"

"Do you have your car?t

"Tes , » |

- "And you're all dressed up, looking beautii‘ul, and no place
to go. 2"
LN laughed, "Oh, Brax, don't tease me.'_'

"I'm not. Listen. ¥eet me at Paulette's, It's about half way between
us." He paused. "I'll see you there in half an hour. A good meal will do
- wonders for you."

~ She hesitated. "Brax, I'm imposing upon you."

"Ne, you're not, See you,"

The receiver clicked. LN wiped her eye. and walked outside
- again, This time she gave her parking coupcn to the doorman and waited

for her car to arrive.

Southgate called the restaurant, made a reservation, then
~took a quick shower and dressed in a lightweight gray suit with narrow pin-

stripes.



Twenty minutes later he pulled into the parking lot behind
Paulette‘s in Overton Square, an entertainment area two and 6ne-half
miles west of his house and about three miles saat of the Peabéw. He
spotted IN's Triumph and hurried inside to the European atmosphere of
~ the restaurant with its browm wooden beams »aﬁd white rough plaster
walls.

He found IN seated on a long, woodem bench facing the bar, Her face
was wan. "Don't look so sad," he consoled. "It's not the end of the world."

She managed a weak smile, "It feels like it."

A hostess modishly dressed in a high necked white blouse and a long
brown skirt appraoched Scuthgate, After checking off his reservation, sﬁe
led the céuple through rows of other diners to a gquiet corner table.

,"Do you feel like a drink?" Soutghate asked IN after they were
seated.

" "Do I! Driving out here I was shaking allover I was so mad., He's
just what I called him several weeks ago- an ol@ fakir, He's Midas and
Croesus combined." LN gritted her teeth. Her eyes flashed. In a de termined

voice, she vowed, "I'm going to get even with him,"
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Southgate smiled. "Iet's have a drink first," he s'a.id.‘ "'i‘hen, I

~have an idea." o .

| MI'1] stick with en old fashioned," IN said, "That's what I had
--at the Skyway." Her eyes softened. "Brax, thatt!s a Beautiful place;
even tonight, with the low drifting clouds. I felt I could reach out
through the windows and touch them," |

Southgate nodded, "We'll have to go there from time to time,™
he said. | | |

Their drinks came. This time, as soon as the waiter set her glass
on the table, IN took a good belt of her old fashioned. "Fer* my nerves,"
she said..rﬁefully.

"ﬁoﬁld you like ‘memus now?" the waiter asked.

Southgate looked at LN, who nodded. "I'm famished," she said.

The waiter opened the menus and handed one to LN and the other to
Southgate. "For madam may I suggest our special tonight, beef brochettes,
with pieces of mushrooms, onions and green pepper. marinated in wine,"

IN glanc_éd at Southgate and moved the tip of her ﬁongue smoothly along
hevr upper lip. "Hmmmm. That sounds good." Southgate nodded. "1 take
that," she said. |

"And you, monsieur?"

"The same,’



"What kind of dressing would you like on your salad? We have
French, Roquefort, Thousand Island and 0il and vinegar,”

"Roquefort, please,” IN said.,

"Kake mine French," Southgate directed.

"Would you like coffee with dinnser or later?" ,

Southgate glanced at LN, who winked at him ahd said nothing. "Later,"
he said.

By the time their drinks were ’finished; the salads had arrived, followed
shortly by the entree,

~"This is good," IN remerked after a couple of bites,

"It's excellenf.,“ Southgate agreed.

They talked aboﬁt the food and the restaurant as thej ate. It wasn't
until they were ready for coffee that thej— returned to a discussion of the
library.

"Well, Bra.x,'vhere do I go from here?" IN acked.

 Southgate poured a dollop of cream. "Just one day at a time," he
said. "You'll get your library.n

"I could go directly to the fans,” She paused, then saie expec tantly,

"You said earlier that you had an idea.n
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Southgate stirred his coffee aimlessly for a few moments while
he pondered the seed money he needsd. IN could provide it with ION€Y
' from her modest family truste He'd hurried to the restauranﬁ believing
she was in the right frame of mind to accept his scheme and he was orepared
to propose that she use her share of the money to build the library.

Now, he hesitated, suddenly afraid she would be a harder sell than
Togo and also undecided over how_mnch to tell her. Togo had assented be-
cause he needed money while Southgate's own motives were kindled by both
the money and his desire to discredit Weber, LN shared neither need, Her
dreém wés the library.

| "Yes," he said finally., "I have an alternative,"

»LN'took a'sip of her coffee, As she held the cup to her lips, she
gazed at Southgate over its rim, "You sound so secretive," she said, "First,
unexplained errands. Now cautious words,"

Southgate took a deep breath and said, "You know how I feel about
Vieber,"

"Sure, He's been a thorn in your'side for years. Now he might be
governor,"

"Right." Southgate leaned forﬁard. His voice became a wﬁisper. "Toulll

keep this just between us?! he asked. LN nodded, her face solemn.
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"I have to stop him, Alot more than my personal feelings are
involved now," He paus.ed as his talks - with J ohnParron flashed through
his mind. He didn't want to mention the name-of ‘his former student so ‘he
said, "I have reports that he's associating with organized gamblers. That's
hardly a recommendation for the state house." |

"So, what can you do about it? He wouldn't be the first crooked
politician."

.~ "No. But I have a pian that would derail him and it can also
help you build your libfax'y. "

IN's eyes widened, "What is it?" she asked, hef face antimated.

Southgate saw her excitment and ﬁ‘as pleased with his progress,

"it vion't be easy but it can be done," he continued enthusiastically.
"Tt's a _crime,..“ Before he could go on, LN gasped, Southgate held up his
hand, ".,.that isn't a crime." |

"How can you have it both ways?" LN asked, skepﬁicéu}' arching an
eyebrow,

"On the surface it will seem to be a crime, one sensational enough
for Weber to stick his big nose in and insist on trying %o solve»it." A
concerned look covered IN's face. Southgate saw it and explaiﬁed hastily,
"no one will get hurt and the only money that changes hands will be
voluntar ily."

"Noney?" LN asked. "What money?"
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Southgate reached across the table and took her hand. "This
will be a rmlti-million dollar operation, doll," he said, his veice almost a
whisper again.

IN took a deep breath,

"T+ involves Elvis,".Southgafe went .on, IN's head snapped back., "Elvis?
How can it involve Elvis?t

Southgate sénsed her resistence and realized it wan't going to be
as éasy'as he'd hoped. His voice becams strongsr, "Elvis can help us, I want to use
him, maybe borrow him is the way to put it, to focus attention on Weber,"

"How?" she asked, her eyes narrowing, Southgate sought to ease her
nind, "Now, LN, you know I wouldn't do anything to hwrt Elvis, Togo aﬁd
I want to tunnel into his tomb. We'll take the casket out.;." He leaned
back, relieved. He felt better letting her know that it just wasn't himself
iﬁ the deal,

But'hg got no further»as she blurted out, "Brax, that's monstrous."
She sfaredstraighi,at him, her eyes intense, "Why are you telling me
this?"

 "Fe can use your help. For one thing, we need some mohey to get

étarted. And, as I said, 1%'11l help you with the library.®

"How about Elvis? she protested, "Don't you ﬁhink of him?“'

Southgate sighed. "Of course, But Togo and I fugure he’d be the first

to admire a scam like this, He'd enjoy it.

"Prove it."
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Southgate hesitated. "Well, I don't know if I can prove it,"
he said. "It's just the way I feel."

"Prove it and I'll take part. Otherwise, no. Her eyes
dulled. "You make it souhd so simple."

"No, it's not: simple." Quickly, he filled her in on the
additional details, including selling the story and the two minuﬁes
of air time, then concluded, "so, the stakes are tremendous. And
think of Togo. The money would free him forever from his burden of
supporting those kids."

| "O.K., so there are worthwhile goals- Togo's financial indepehdence,
the iibrary and squashillg Weber's political career. For those, I
admit it's tempting." |

"I knew you'd join us."

LN laughed._'“I_didn't say that."v She paused. "I'1ll think
- about it. If it were just someone else, not Elvis."

"I still say he'd geﬁ a big laugh out of it."

Just then, the waiter reappeared, making it inopportune for
their discussion to continue. LN's participation remained unsettled.
Southgate, disappointed, slumped back in his chair again while LN
gazed into spacé.

"More coffee?" the waiter asked.

- "I'1ll take the check, please," Southgate said.  When the waiter
returned, LN glanced at her watch. "It's late, Brax, but I do feel
better. Let's talk abouc it later."

As he drove home, Southcate sighed. LN was going to be harder

to bring around than he'” hoped. Moreover, asking her for money had

put another strain on their relationship. He realized, that win
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or lose the contest with Weber, he and LN had just about reached
a parting of the ways.
By next morning, a west wind had swept across the flat Arkansas

landscape into Memphis and blown the rain clouds farther east.
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The day was sunny as Southgate rounded the corner of 01d Main

from the parking lot and nearly collided with LN jogging along with

Elvie at her heels.

[N ST e B DN

"Did you watch the Today show?" he asked with a .grin.

o, " .

"Someone bought Elvis! 1971 Detomaso Pantera for $300,0L00 in
diamohds.“ |

"Who?"

"An uﬁidentifed man; It was 2% an auction for car collectors
in Houston. They said the car featured several bullet holes and that it
came with documents to prove that Elvis shot at it one morning when it
wouldn't start.! Southgate winked. “Maybe Axelbank bought it."

“Yéu»bastérd,“she groaned, SheAslipped the earphone back‘bn and took
several strides. Then she turned. "You might get me yet," she said. "Keep

‘bl'ying . u
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Chapter Fifteen .

The bell atop Old Main had hergided the end of morning classes
when Southgate poked his head in the facuity lounge just before noon,

A numbe: of professors had congregated there, some talking in small groups,
. ‘some ‘sitting alone reading. Togo stood by himself on the far side of the
room. He motioned Southgate over. |

"Can you come to my house tonight?" Togo inquired. "I've sdmethir;g
to show you," ‘ |

"Any special time?" Southgate asked.

"Say eight o'clock.“

11111 be thefe." They fell silent for a time, ihen Southgate
cohtinued the ‘conver'sation. "Have you seen LN? She hopping mad. Alan
jxelbank refused to donate to the Presley library.”

"Was he her last hope?"

Southgate drew a ;shortrbreath. "No. We are, I talked to her last
night ab‘out helping us,. "

Togo's eyes brightened, "Did she agree?"

. 1k9
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"Not yet. She needs to be convinced Elvis doesn't care." Togo

looked askance at his cohort. Both men laughed simillaneously at the absurdity
of Southgate's words. "I know how that sounds,” Southgate added quickly. "But,
it's a very real problem, Somshow, we have to solve it. She would be a great
help, especially with money," |

Togo shook his head, "I wish I had a solution for us.®

"Let's hope we think of something," Southgate said. He didn't tell Togo
he'd pondered the dilemma all morning and come up empty. In fact, he'd thought
about it constantly since dlm.ng with IN last night at Paulette!s. Perhaps |
because he'd found no ready solution, he thought LN was being -eitremly
difficult.

1Itve got to run," Togo said, "I'1l see you tonight.”

"Cﬁeck," Southgat.é replied, He tarried a few nioments:, then stepped
into the hall. As he walked along, he began to hum. Suddenly, he stopped in
his tracks. He thought of the two boxes of unpublished songs in IN's office.
She 'd begun to examine and sart them. Each day she planned to finish at least
a dozen, studying the meaning of the words and Elvis' comments about
them., That's how he decided to convince her. He'd write a song with words

and comments by Elvis to fit the occasion. Hindsight, he thought, Wil

work wonders,
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Southgate heard the twang of Togo's guitar as he stepped up on
~the porch of his house. He'd taken advantage of the weather and walked
over from his own tcwnhouée just a few blocks away. It was another of those
sof £ southern spring nights, when the temperature was warm and pleasant but
the oppressive humidity that hung over the river valley in the summertime
‘hadn't arrived yet. |

Southgate began to hum. It was a familiar tune, one of those songs
of Togo's native Texas that he played so often.

"The yellow rose of Texas," Southga‘bé sang. "The only one for
me." |

Togo was a versatile musician, He read music and also played
the piano, although the guitar was his favorite. Togo and IN often sat
for hours, Togo 'stnim:’-.ng his guitar and IN singing in a throaty voice. She
didn't have unlimited range but her pitch was good. Southgate‘ would join
An with his untra:.ned tenor on the songs he knew. |

Well, you're punctual,“ Togo called through the screen door. He'd
put the guitar aside to answer Southgate's knock. "Come on in."
| | Southgate pulled the door open and stepped inéide. 1Sorry to interrupt

your song," he said.
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"Just relaxing ﬁntil you got here,™ Togo replied. He motioned
Southgate forward with his hand. "Come on, let's go back to my wofks’hop."
Southgate followed him down a long hall and through the kitchen, Togo
reached inside a doorway and flicked a light smtch The old storage room,
which before the advent of freezers had been used to stock canned fruits
and vegetables, sprang to life. Here Togo tinkered with any number of
things from polishing rocks to rebuilding hi-fi sets.
Togo walked over to a wooden bench and pointed to a model on
it. "Well, here's our tunnel in miniature," he said. "Want to crawl in?"
Southgate laughed., "It needs to be a bit bigger,”
20r you a little smaller,™ Togo retorted.
t"Ma.ybe we could hire some Amidgets Zrom Ringling Brothsrs,"
Southgate quipped.
"Togo shook his head. "It looks like a toy but it does give us
some prospective of what lies ahead for us," he said., "Engineers have used modelsl
for hundreds of years. Why not us? By the way, this one's scaled to three-
eighthe inch for each foot."
Southgate became serious and examined the model. It éepara’oed in the
middle to give a cross section lengthwise of the interior of both the tunnel
and the gravesite. The model was painstakingly tinted. in several colors. The

tunnel walls were brownish. Within the grave site were four small
vhite vaults. Above them, ’in’c,ricate in their detail, were. the markers, the Greek

'columns-, the fountains and walks that visitors saw every day. The basement of the

house at the other end was one large room.
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"This is fantastic, Togo," Southgate exclaimed. He measured
- the height oi‘ the tunnel with hi’_s‘ thumb and forefinger, then held i%
out in front of him. "How does this translate into reality?® he asked.

NPhe real tunnel would be five feet high and four feet wide,"
Toge explained. "That's big enough to get us into the chamber here." He
pointed to the larger: openin,g..ink front of the vaults. "I figuré a chamber
eight feet by ten  feet and six vfeet’ high will be large enough for us. Of
course, its roof is going to be fairly close to the surface % Togo looked
Southgate in the eye, "We'll be moving about 120 tons of dirﬁ," he
said. -

"Jesus. That's a lot of dirt," Southgate said excitedly. He became
quite animated, "How many dump trucks is that?®

"Oh, five or six." |

"Can we handle that much dirt2"

 "Depends on how we do it, " Togo replied. He laughed good naturedly.

Dump = trucks pulling in and out of the drivewsy to a house might arouse
more interest than we want," The smile left @nd he became soberfaced.:
"If the basement is eight feet high, we'd need a floor space fifteen
feet by twenty feei to pile up that much dirt. That's not Vunrbeasonable space
for a basement." Togo drew a short breath. “ﬁxere‘s another possibility,"

he said, ™e could use a hydraulic:lance,"
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Southgate looked at Togo attentively, "What's that," re

asked.
. "As far as digging goes, it sure would beat picks and shovels. The

Soil is weak enough for some. type of hydraulic tunneling,®

"It really sounds sophistic#ted."

"Brax, I think we can use a high pressure stream of water to
cut the outer shaie ,of. the tunnel and dissect it into cross sections which
simply fall to the floor, We'll pulverize those sections into tiny grains
with a wash hose and scoop them upkwith a rubber suction hose,"

"What kind of earth will we be working with?" Southgate asked.

"Loess," Togo said.

Sout.hgate looked at him expectantly. But Togo didn't continue,
"What's that mean in English," Southgate asked finally. |

Togo threw back his head and howled., "You, & lawyer, asking me what |
something means in English," |

Southgatels face reddened. "I'm pot much on geology, Togo," he
' said. "As fer the language of laws, You know I've advocated change for
years, "

"Okah," Togo said. "Okah, I just couldn't resist needling you on
 that fone'."' He paused for a moment, then continued. "Loess is finely grained
$ilt or clay, It was blown onto the bluffs and hills of Memphis during the

late glacial times., We'll probably é.lso encounter some sand, a little chalk

and gravel,"
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"How a.bouﬁ rock formations? Any danger of those?" |

Togo shrugged his shoulders., "Maybe. There're some localized outcroppings
around the area. But it's very hit and miss, Basically, there're no rock
formatiens of any size ardund Memphis above what's called the paleozoic
layer, 3,000 feet dori. That's where the bedrock 1i'mésbone starts,™

Southgate's mind was too curious, "What's the paleozoic layer?"
he asked. | |

‘"Ttts older than ‘both of us put together," Togo said, shaking his
head, "It goes back 330 million to 500 million years ago. The loess we'll
be digging in is Jokmny-come-lately stuff, Some of it might go back a couple

of million years. But most of it is probablyv only tens of thousands of years
old." |

'"We could encounter rock thoughfﬂ' Southgate asked.
- "Yeah, it's possible," Togo answered. "If we do, it'll be anything
from acrust an inch or two thick to a section two or three feet wide. Even
with that, we'd have no problems if we use pressurized water for cutting,"
: ’Togo pointed to the model. "See how the tunnel floor rises as it moves up from
the basement to the grave, That's a na.tur'a’.l incline because of the 1little
hill Graceland is on. The water will run right down and out of the tunnel

into the basement."
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v"God, we can't fiood the basement," Southgate said, a concerned
look on his face, |

Togo laughed good naturedly again. "Relax," he said. "We won't.
The carry-off will be through a suction hose. If the drain won't take it
directly, we'!ll put up a fiber glass holding .tank in the basement. From the
holding tank, we'll feed it slowly into the sewer, We ca.n't do this all in
one night, of course, But over a period of time, it should work."

#Can just the two of us operate your hydraulic lance?"

"I think ss, It's hand operated. The pressurized water is discharged
through ‘a small openinge, The lance emits a .
: well-dei‘inekd stream Togo waved his arms in the air, "Boy, that stream
will make mincemeat of the loess, |

A perplexed tone entered Southgate's voice. "But, where in the hell
will we get 3 hjrdraulic lance?"

Togo's face broke into a wide smile. "From good old Delta," he

said. "I can use it :‘Ln‘ a lab course, My department budgetvhas got a little
fat in it," Togo confessed, '"No one will qges*:,ian me. If we get the house_,
a lance can be flown here in a day or t:'ro.“

"I dmv't know, Toge, Isu't it too conéalica’ced for only two of us.

How about the water run-off? We can't suck it all up at once,®
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"True, So, we put in a row of sandbags across the tunnel floor
several feet béhind us to hold the water in a small puddle. The suction
hose tekes the water from the puddle."

Southgate gazed at the model. "You alk about lances, wash water
and suction hoses, Aren't we going to need some pumps?"

"A couple, One to supply the water pressure for cutting, another
to run the suction to remove the muck., They'll be small enough to assemble
in the basement, If we bring in our_supplies a little at a time over several
nights, no one will suspect a thing;"

"How about noise2® Southgéte asked. '

"I think it will be in a normal range. But I can't be sure until
we test everything. It seems to me that if we keep the windowé and doors
cl osed, the noise will be confined Vo the basement, As I said, these aren't
giant pumps. And no one will be around above ground except ourselves., We'll
be digging through private property. And it wouldn't make any difference
~when we worke. It's all underground, We don't even need daylight,"

"W¥hat'll we use, miner's lamps3"

Togo laughed. "Maybe. But I think it would be a simple enough operation
to Tun some wifing for lights and ventilation. We'!ll have to briﬁg in a
couple of fans., But this isn't a big tunnel. Maybe, a floor fan at the

entrance will be all we need,
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"That's a lot of electricity.‘ e don't want to get electrocuted,”
"Not to worry, old buddy. We'll use a shock detector. That'll cub
off the juice in one-half a second if there should be a short. A good one
detects leaks as small as five or six pdlliarmps- not enough to hurt a psrson."
"How'll we string the wiring?"

"There'll be shoring. We can afix wiring to that."
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Southgate smiled, "Well, Togo," he said, "I'm eager to give
it a try." He stuck out his hand and Togo grasped if firmly.

As they walked back through the ¥ltchen, Southgate half turned
toward Togo. "I might have 2 way to convince IN to join us," he said.
"She's discovered a couple of boxes of uﬁpublished songs sent to Elvis,
I thought we could slip in an appropriate one of our own that he praised.
If I wrote some words, could you put them to music.™

"Why not?" Togo asked,
Southgate pulled a scrap of-paper from his pocket. "What do
‘you think of these as starters?" He handed the slip to Togo, vho .
unfolded it and read:
TAKE MY BODY
Take my body,
Take my soul, '
- Take my body with the rock 'n roll,

Togo gave the slip of paper_bad{ to Southgate. "Keep goin'," he
said.

Southgate refolded the paper and put it back in his pocket.

"Would you like a cup of coffee?" Togo asked. "Or a beer?"

"No thanks, I'll get home and try my hand at more lyrics"

Southgate paused at the door to say good-night. Then, he hurried

down the porch steps,

3 0N SH00EE



Chapter Sixteen

As the sound of Soﬁthgate's footsteps faded away down the
sidewalk, Togo returned to his living room, Alone again in the quiet
“house, he lifted his guitar and picked at the strings for a melody line
as he repeated the words Southgate had shown him,

He left the room and collected a soft black pencil and made a lined
page of music paper. Returning, he sat down with‘the guitar again, A light
breeze rattled the front door screen in a ghostly rhythm.

Soon, deeply ébsorbed in his task, Togo marked down the first notes
of the melody- three Cs in a row, He hummed softly, time forgotten, remsmbering
the notes he'd previously chosen. Then, he pressed down firmly on the
paper and penciled in the next notes, an B, two more Cs and an E flat,

He picked a note, then marked it on the staff. At times, he frowned,
erasing . whatvhe}d put down. Patiently, he would pluck at the strings again

until he was satisfied, 1ift his pencil and jot down the chosen tone.
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Slowly,»he»added more melody until the words "Take my body, Take

my soul, Take my body with the rock 'm roll" were all set to music. Then,

he turned to the harmony., The first measure wzs a C 6 chord with four
beats. The second measure was an F 6 followed by an E flat diminished.
The night'was cold nowe Togo rose and walked into the hall %o
close the front door, He thought of IN and his strong feelings about
rer, Sarsh, llVlng so much within herself, was so dlfferent than LN, At
flrst, Togo had been attracted to Sarah's aloofness and reserve., In turn,
She'd ‘adored his rough edges But time had been their enenmy. Slow;y, the
very traiis that originally pulled them together, began to break them
apart. It wasn't the fault of either one., They'd tried to adjust but neither -
éf them could change. | |
- IN, volatile and outgoing, was the opposite of Sarah. When Togo
had told LN that night a feW'weeks-ago that he'd willihglyiwash windows
in exchange'fof fried chicken nightly, he was more serieus than IN imagined,
But LN was Southgate'é love and Togo accepted the situation. If he wasn't
completely satisfied, he waén!t”frustréted either, He'd reached an age when
he could bank the fires and be content with two close and harmonidus |

friendships,
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While he walked back into the living rdom, he again thought
of the ha.rmorgr for the song, and went to work on the third megsure., He hoped
this scheme was going to work because he.wanted IN to be part of the operation.
Finally, above the last two chords, .a G 7 augmented and C 13 in the eighth
measure, he markéd in bird's eyes, the symbol which t¢ the musician means
~hold as long as you want to. | |

He played the melody and harmor:& fbogeft.her several times. First, the
beat was purpesefully slow, then, it was fast. After a time, he put the
guitar aside. It was after midmight,.In.the morning, he'd show the music to

Southgate,

An hour later, Togb's phone fang. He was in a deep sleep now and
groggy. Only the persistence of the bell finally aroused him and his voice
was torpid as he said, "hello," »
. "Togo, this is Southgate," a voice said. It seemed distant.:
Togo rubbed the corner of one eye, "Jesusv, Brax," he answered after
a. pause. "It's the middle of the night."

"True enough,” Southgate laughed. He was ebullient, "Pretend you're

in our tunnel, then you won't know the difference."

»
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"Oh, come on, Braxy," The tone of Togo's voice begged for
Sympatiy. Southgate ignored it. "Togo, I've finished the words +to
the song. I want to bring them over.n
Togo was wide awake by now, "I!11 put some coffee on," he said.
Almost as an afterthought, he added, "I'11l have the melody by the time
you get here," It Wés said with such conviction that Southgate belisved
him, -
"Thata boy," Southgate replied.
The wafting'vapors of coffee brewing teased Southgate!s nostrils
as he entered the front door of Togo's house for the second time in eight
hours. Togo was dressed in Jeans and a soft flannel shirt. Small curls of
steam rose from the liquid in the cup in his hand, Like Southgate, he needed
| a shave.
"A 1little picker upper,™ he smiled, blowing on the éup. "ant
some 2" | |
In the kitchen, Southgate poured himself ooffed .and put the cup
on the table. “Thlnk I'11 let it cool off 5 1little," he said. He reachsd
in hlS pocket and pnlled out_a piece of white paper. "Here're the words," he
said, handing the paper to Logo. Despite  the hour, Southgate's eyes danced

with exeitment.
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The room was quiet ... As  Togo Tread, Southgate atudied his
face for a reaction, Finally, Togo looked up and smiled. ‘"They'vre
good. let'!'s use them, They sound authentic." He winked at his friend.
"Sure you weren't writing back in the '60s,"

"Well, for what thev set out to do, I think those words are 0.K.," Southgate said.

"Let me get my guitar," said Togo. When he returned he had z
sheet of paper with him, \

Southgate took a sip of his coffee. "Can you put them to music?"
he asked. . .-

"Hopefully, it's done," Togo answered. "I worked out both a *
melody and the harmony last'night after you left based on the three lines
v,you showed me. I'd just been asleep an hour 01; g0 when you called,"

T Jnew you _ﬁer_en"o kidding when you said you'd have the melody
ready when I got here," Southgate said. . He drew a short breath. "let's
hear it then, "

Togo took a couple of practice strums on his guitar. He was standing
with one foot on the-seat cover of a maple kitchen chair, the music on
the table. He went.over;it"'a few times, then turned to Southgate. "let
me have the words again," :

Southgate handed him the plece of paper. Togo placed it on. the
table beside the misic. and read the words: over several times. Then, he

hummed them and, a. short time later, sang them for the first time.
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Take my body
- Take my soul
Take my body with the rock 'n roll
B Take my body
Take control
Take my body and make me whole

Take it all, take it all, take it
Shake it all, shake it all, shake it

Take my body
Take my soul
Take my body with the rock 'nm roll,
~Southgate began to siﬁg with ﬁim. Togo piéked up the melody on
the guitar, then ran though it again, adding the harmony. He played it
over severai moreﬂtimes,'making slight variations, Then, locking sideways at
Southgate, he sadd, ¥ I think it's ready." |
Togo leaned his gﬁitar agalnst a cabinet. They talked scftly. seemingly
conscious of the stillness. around them. "Shall I put the words on the music
sheet?"'Sputhgate asked.
Togo nodded. "I'd type them in. Let's go in the den and use my
typewriter.® |
Southgate followed him down the hall. "Should we give LN the
originél or:make aAXerox?” Southgate asked. "I’mbgoing to maie~vp a few
comments by Elvis in the margins. I thought I'd print those,"
"A prudent songwriter would probably send a copy," Togo said. "We

can make one in the morning. Then put your comments on that,"
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A floorboard creaked. Southgate laughed. "It's the right hour
to work on a éonspiracy," he joked. Togo smiled and rubbed a finger lightly
over the bluish circles under his eyes. |
"I'm glad you don't write songs everyday," he said.
After Southgate finished typing in the lyrics, Togo took the
sheet and completed the music. As he put down the pencil, he said, "Let's
have some bfeakfast, then get some shut-eye," |
"Good idea," Southgate responded. He looked at his watch. It was
four forty-five.
The eggs spattered in the Teflon frying pan. Togo broke the yokes
on both of -them and shdok_the spaﬁula lightly underenath, Southgate turned
over the bacon strips in the frying pan on the next burner. Orange juice was
already on the table.
Just then, the toaster popped up. Southgate turned away from the stove
and buttered the toast. "This is really going to hit the spot," he said.
"Have you ihought about the‘comments you're going to scrawl
across the song?" Tog§ asked.
"Some, They'll have to be a mixture of professional observatiens
and personal remarks."vsouthgate continued after a pause, "I hope this

works."
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Togo flipped the eggs onto plates and put several strips of
bacon beside them., "I think Elvis could really roll with this," he
said. "It's sort of jazz rock. .It’cc:uld be hardened up by eliminating
~some of the passing chords." Togo pointsd to the notes after the slash.
"These ?igit kere," he said.
| Southgate looked and nodded.
Fatigu_é had overcome both men and they ate in silence. When
- Togo finished, He rinsed his dishes and put them in the dishwasher. South-
gate did the same. ‘
"Take the kids''old bedroom," Togo said. "Let's get some
sleep,"
The sun was well up when they awoke., The red color it displayed when
it rose over the horizon was long gone, It had transgressed through ..

orange and was now bright yellow., in a cloudless sky,

N changed from her jogging outfit into a dress in the locker room of
the women's -gym: and returned . ‘bo her office, Her body felt rejuvenated. She .
did some paperwork, then turned her attention in late morning to the two
boxes of unpublished songs. Religiously, she was sifting through them, keeping

a rigid schedule of completing ‘_alt least a dozen a day.
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She 'd catalogued a half dozen when a voice whispered, Vhellé,
may I come in?" LN glanced up from her desk to see Margaret Jean, a girlish
grin‘on her face, standing in the doorway.

IN jumped up and ran fprward, her arms outstiretched, her eyes bright
with the light of discovery. "How wonderful to see you," she cried out., The

1

two women embraced in an affectionate hug,

"I came by to offer my sympathy," Margaret Jean explained. "Sometimes,
Mr, Axelbank can be extremely exasperating."

ﬁHok sweet of you," LN replied,

"T tried to change his mihd,“ Margaret Jean said., "But, he insists
his decision noflto donate to the library is final.ﬁ She paused. For a moment,
there was a flésh of anger in her eyes. "He makes me so mad someéimes."

IN shook her head sadly and said, "I was really counting on him."

"T know you vere," Margaret Jean answered.

‘The two women sat down. It waé nearly noon. "I'm hoping I can take
you ‘to lunch," Margaret Jean said. "We can commiserate together."

IN's smile was quick to show her approval, "I accept," she said,
- She leaned forward in her chair. "I'1] be just a few minutes.® She

——

pointed to the song she was working on. "I'd like to finish this one. I'll

do the rest when I get back.!
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Margaret Jean nodded,

When they left the building a short time later, Southgate watched
from down the street. The two women were busy talking to each other and
paid no attention to their surroundings. After they'd driven away in Margaret
. Jean's black Mustang, he stepped forward again and entered the building
himself,

The cerridors were empﬁy. Gersﬁon Wingo's studio door was open,
but Southgate didn't see amyone inside as he slipped past. IN's door was
closed. Southgate rattled the knob, then reached in his pocket and pulled
out a key. Quickly, he obened fhe door and easéd inside the room, After
closing the door quietly, he walked directly to_LN's desk. He shuffled
carefully through the papers on top and saw they were unpublished songs.
She's working on them now, he thought. |

He hesitated., Finally, he decided to slip his song in the stack
on ‘her desk rather than one ¢f the boxes. He snappéd'bpen his briefcase
and removed the music sheet. He picked up the two songs.on top of the
pile and inserted his undermﬁham.

The 1id of his,bfiefcase fell shut. Southgate jumped. A charge of
. adrenalin surged through his body. He listened to his héart beat in the
stillness, then swept the room with his eyes. The closed briefcase caught
his glance. Southgafe chortled to himself and relaxed again,

He'd have to get used to facing the unexpected, he thought.
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He snapped the catches shut on the briefcase, Inside the door,
ke paused and listened for several moments for signs of people in the
hall, Convinced it was unoccupied, he opened the door a crack and slipped
through. With one smooth motion, he pulled the door clcsed, then twisted
the knob to mzke sure it was locked again,

. Southgate exited the building without incident. The anxiousnessv

ke 'd felt upon entering faded away., The key had been a stroke of luck, he
- thought. LN had given it t§ him once to pick up some papersifrom her office
when she had the flu. She'd insisted he keep it in case a similiar situation
arose again,

By the time IN returned, Southgate had been back in his cwn office
in Old #ain for more than an hour., Margaret Jean dropped her in front of the
library and-dfeve away back toward downtown and IN went right to work on
the songs again. . o P BT LoZIiz

The top two songs were routine, IN made a swift perusal of the words
and a quick check for amy comments by Elvis. There were none of the lattar;
: The third song was different, She saw that immediately. Comments were
scrawled across the top of the music sheet. There vere more at the bottom.
Limpetlike,.her eyes clung to the page. She trembled with tension. This one,
-she knew instinctively,’was difféerent from the r=st. She gazéd at the title,
"Take My Body," and drew a deep breath. Avidly, voraciously, she read the

lyries.
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When she'd finished} she struggled to remain composed. The
air seemed to vibrate around her. ©She began to read the comments.
It seemed to her that El&is himself was in the room.A'Across.the'
top of the sheet above the music it réad:

"Beautiful!® Alive or dead, we're here to help each other."

Elvis, God knows, had been no scholar, so it had been easy
for Brax to imitate his cramped scribble.

- Dryness tightened LN's throat. Spellbound, she stared at
the page with open, unmoving eyes. She had to call Southgate.
She'd challenged him to prove that Elvis would sanction tunneling
into his grave and here it was right from The King himself.

'LN noted the other comments:on the page. On the right side,
- about half way down, was written: "use cut time hére4 120 beats.”
Out to the right side of the bird's eyes was the word: "Hold."

LN sat for several minutes, hardly moving. She could feel
her heart beat a steady but heightened rhythm. Finally, she
reached slowly %or the telephone and trance-like tapped out
Southgate's office phone number.  After two rings, he answered.

"Brax, this is LN," she said. "Can you come over to my office?"
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When Southgate arrived, IN jumped up from her chair and ran to him
in the doorway.

"Oh, . Brax," she exclaimed thrusting the music sheet at him. "Look
at this."

: Southgate took the paper and sat down, LN paced the room nervously
. while he read. After he'd finished he looked up at.her. - -l;; "This is fantastic,.
Iat me show Togo!" he exclaimed, then, "Is this proof enough for_you?"

IN looked mildly shamefaced, then a wide, generous smile broke
across her face. "I should never have doubted you," she said.

Southgate sat holding the sheet of music, a slight, fixed grin
-on hislfaca. "No apologies are necessary," he commented magnanimbusly.
"Beﬁter that you question the undertzking in the beginning than at the
end.'NOW'your skepticism is gone,."

"It certainly is. Elvis' feeling couldn't be clearer," She reached
out and took the piece of sheet music from Southgate. "It's right here , just
like a road map for me."

"I assume you are“goirng to join Togo and me?" Southgate

asked.
- "Of course," she replied. Her whole body throbbed with excitment.

Southgate took note of her flushed face. "You're really stimulated
by this," he said.

"It's just like Elvis talked to me," she replied.



Chapter Seventeen

That night, Southgéte and Togo briefed LN on the project to
date. It was clear to them all that the sticking point was the
lack of an entrance to the tunnel,

They'd chosen Togo's house for the meeting because the scale model
was there. It rested now in the center of the kitchen.table; Togo had just
finished his explanation to IN, |

"{hat do yoﬁ know about the people who live in the house we
want?".LN asked. She turned to face Southgate,‘who sat on her left. "Trimble,
you said theiy name was." |

e know quite a lot," Southgate answered, He leaned down and -
pulled the information from his briefcése, wkich,leaned,!gainst a2 Yeg of
his chair,

Glanéing at the yellow legal pad he used the night he'd called
Mrs. Trimble, he said, "They’re retired. They have no children. They
live alone." He paused and studied her answers. "They're both 67. Her
name is Mrytle, His is Glenn,"

"Do they own the house?" LN asked.

Southgate nodded.
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"We need to,get them-out for a while," LN sighed. "But how?"
Southgate looked first at her and then at Togé, who sat acroés
the table from them on the other side of the model. "I've an idea on
that," he said.
"Let's hear it," Togo and IN chorused;
“Suppose we made up a contest in which first prize was a
month's trip to Hawaii. The winners would be the Trimbles. One of their
bonuses would be bonded live-in house. watchers,"
Do you think they'd fall for that?" Togo asked.
tirs. Trimble told me they liked to get out'everyvchance.they
could, It sounded to me as if they were both héalthy, vigoroué people. Our
hooe would be, of course, that they'd grab at the trip." |
"How zre they fixéd‘for money?" LN asked. "Any hint what their |
income is?" | |
"She said it was between $20,000 and $211,000. ‘But that really
isn't important. This would be én all-expenses paid priie. The airfaré,
the hotel, meals, everything,"
"Who'd set it all up, Brax?" Togo pﬁt in,
T think a tfavel agency would do it. for-us. But if we sent
the hotel a cashier’s check in adwvance covering everything ﬁe can think

of for a month I think that would be sufficient. The opcration has to be

as tightly contoled as possible,"
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"Yeah, secrecy is a must," Togo said., "It's vital. We can't
leave a trail for the police to pick up."

®At times, it will be dangerous for us," IN said.

They all fell silent for a moment. It was Southgate who finally
spoke again. "Let's go back to the cashier's check. I could take cash
and fly to St. Louis or New Orleans or Atlanta, get the check and mail it
from there to the hotel in Hawaii."

"It might be more foél—prooi‘ to drive. Airline reservations can
be traced,“:put in LN,

"Whoméver goes can use an- assumed name," Southgate-replied.‘

"Whoa," Togo exclaimed. "We're ahead of ourselves, How about figuring
out the contest first. And a month in Hawaiiseems like a long tiﬁié to
me. Maybe a trip across Europe would be better.”

"If they were younger, 1'd say you had a point, Togo," Southgate
replied. "But at théir age I vote for Hawaii We can set the trip up so
they spend some time touring the jslands. A month will go fast for them."

#Tty for Hawaii too," IN said. After a pause, she added, "Where .a.re

we going to gel the money for this contest?"
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Southgéte shot a furtive glance at Togo, Wwho dropped his eyes
" and stared at the top of the his kitchen table. IN glanced at him, then
stared Southgate straight in the eyes, waiting for a reply.
| Southgate swallowed, 'We were planning on you staking us," he

said finally.

IN laughed. "How much?" she asked.

"ffe don't have a budgéf,“ Southgate answered. "But if you could
lay out the money for the Trimgles and other start up expenses it would
help. You'd get it all back in the end plus a million dollars more - for the
library."

~"Itt's a fair'enough risk," LN said.

The two men looked at each other and together breathed sighs of

relief. To begin with, they would need money for the. ;

pumps, for holding tanks, if necessary, and the shoring. Other equipment

and supplies would be needed as the project progressed. Communications would

require some outlay.

"You're an angel," Southgate told her.
LN blushed, "Financial‘orhheavenlyiﬂvshe-qpipped.

"Both," Togo said.

A3l three of them laughed at that.
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"About the'confest," Southgate said. "Suppose I draw up the
details. Then, we éan all go over them, I think we can move faster.
that way,"

Togo and LN agreed, Togo rose from the table and went to a
cuoboard over the refrigerator, where he removed a bottle of Jack

Daniels. He called to LN. "There're some liqueur glasses in the
maple cabinet in the dining room. Would you -get three of them?!

LN found them easily. They were in silver filigree holders. She
brought them back into the kitchen with her and placed them on the
table, Togo unserewed the cap on fhe whiskey Sottle. |

"I don't have enough shot glasses for us," he said. "I thought

.we'd use these;” He pointed to the liquéur glaSses. They'fe about the
same size,"

"The silver work is beautiful,”" LN said,

Togo gazed at them for several moments without énswering. Finglly,
he spoke. ”Saréh and I bought them on our honeymoon in the south of
Mexico. A place called‘Martin. Silver is cheap there.' He filled each of
the glasses, then raised his to eye level. "Here'svfo our suéceés,” he
said, |

IN and Southgate raised their glasses simultaneously. There was
a dull clink of silvér as the three vessels ret ovér the centefvof the

kitchen‘table. Below them was the model,
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"To my partners," said LN, She tossed her head back and
poured the whisky down her throat. In one gulp it was gone; Her eyes
watered as she placed her glass back down on the table. "Boy, Togo,

let's not do this too often,” she said.

In the end, Southgate worked out the contest on a simple
premise. He ﬁerely made it én extension of the Family Opinions, Inc,
sur vey he'd used in the first contact with Mrs. Trimble, He telephonéd
her again and told her she had won a month's vacation for two‘in Hawéii.
"Out of all those who helped us, it was your name that was puiled
out of the hat,"_Soufhgate informed Mrs. Trimble, |
hoh: my," she responded excitedly, "All that just for answering
a few questions?2" .

"§e1l, you helped us. Now, we're going to do something for you."

Glenn and I have always wanted fo.see Hawaii, We almost wéﬁt last
>year.'Then, there was the air controlers' strike and we decided_to.stay 
home, " »

Thank, God, Southgate thought. "Someone must be looking out for
you, Mrs. Trimble,” he said hapﬁily. "This time you'll go free,"

"Glenn will like that," she said.
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"Mrs. Trimble, I'd like to send our representative to see
you. Her name is Jane Walters, She'll work out all the details with
you," |

"That's fine,"

ﬁCould I set a time now?" Southgate asked.

"Surely, when would you like us to see her?"

Southgate flipyed through the calendar on his den desk, ﬁHow
about néxt Tugsday?.That's four days from now, "

"What time of the day will she be here?" Mrs, Trimble asked, a
note of caution in her voice, "I cén’ﬂ neglect my grocery shopping, you
know;" ‘

"What time do you usually go shopping, Mrs. Trimble?" Souﬁhgate
asked politely.

Mrs, Trimble's &oice was calm again, "Mid-morning usually. Glenn
always drives us."

-"Well, let's make your appointment with M;s.vWalters at two
o'clodk. Will that give you plehty of time'toishop?"

"Oh, my yes.,"

"Two o'clock next Tuésday it is then."

"This is such a thrili," Mrs. Trimble exclaimed. "I can hardly wait

until Tuesday."
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"Tt's only the beginning, Mrs. Trimble," Southgate said.
"Oh, I hope,sd.” | |
The two said good-bye and Southgate clicked down his receiver. In
an instant, it was up to his ear again and he tapped out another number.
He listened to it ring a half dozen times béfore a breathless voice
said, "hello."
. "Hi, LN.,"
"Hey, Brax., I'm sorry i took so long to answer., I was in the
shower," |
| "Are you wet?"
"Sort of. Can you wait a second while'I get a towel?"
"Take your tihe." | |
There was silence, After a short wait, Southgate heard a rattle
in his receiver, then ILN's voice again., "i'm back," she said, "hat's
: up?n
"I just talked to Mrs. Trimble. I made an appointment for you
to'sge her next Tuesday at two olclock to discuss the trip she's just
won to Hawaii,"
"Great.®
"They 're eager to go. But maybe you'd bétter,talk to them befare

we make the reservation."
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UO.K. n

"Why don't you, Togo and I get together tonight and decide
the details, I'1 call him to be here at my house at eight-thirty."
"See you then,"

"Check," Southgate said.

FEEEE SRR e



Chapter Eighteen

A very different looking IN pressed the front doorbell of
the Trimble house at two o'clock on Tuesday.
Her striking ash‘blondé hair had:been replaced by an attractive
light brown wig. Curly'ringlets-framed her face, She wore a conservativé
blue tailored skirt and matching coat over a snowy white blousé.fLarge,
- pink tinted designer glasses magnified her blue eyes.
She stood patieﬁtly on the steps in the.sunshine, a tan briefcase
~at her side, whiie from inside, she heard the muffled sound of chimes move
laboriously through their heralded litany.
| After a momént.of silence; the door was opened by a white haired
woman of medium build neatly dressed in skirt and sweater. "Héllo,”‘she
said cheerfully. "You ﬁusﬁ be Jane Walters. Pléase, come in, I'm Mrs.
- Trimble." ; |
“It's so nice tb meet you, Mrs. Trimble,"iLN said.v. . o
They walked thfough'a small foyer into a livihg room furnished withv
traditional pieces. A fireplace covered thé inside wall, Through a doorway,-
Lstaw the dining room and beyond that the kitchen. She made a mental map of the
,fioorfplan as it unfolded for her. On the other side of the foyer was é
- family room. AAstaircase rose ffom the entrancé halllﬁo the bedrooms

- above.
181
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A closed, six paneled door was tucked under the étairweli..
IN's body rippled with exciiment. She guessed the door led to thé
basement. Somehow, before she left, LN had to see whét was'down
there,

"What an attractive hbme you have, Mrs. Trimble," IN
-said, a touch of flattery in her vdicé.

"That's the.bne thing that worries us, " Mrs. Trimble respondéd
"We're concerned about leav1ng it for a month without anyone here."

A surprised expression captured LN's face. "Why,\didn't they tell
you that part of theAprlze is a live-in house watcher? I'm going to do
that for you."

Relief flooded Mrs. Trimble's eyes, "Glenn will be glad to hear
that. He considered not going. 4 month is such a long time to leave a
house unattended."

"Now you can relax,® LN said, "I'll be here the éntire time. You
can tell me just what needs to be done." - ‘

Mrs. Trimble asked LN to sit down. "Let me ge't Clenn," She said.

- She went to the stairs and eailed. Upon her retufn, she said, "He's clearing.
up this month's bills." |

Like his wife, Mr. Trimble had white halr. HlS walk was erect as
he entered the room., He was 3 tall man with a twinkle in nls eye. For sixty

seven,;ne‘la@meu rcbust and fit.
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"Glenn, Tﬁis is Jane Walters," his wife said.

"How do you do," Mr, Trimble said, bowing his head slightly., "We're
sure lcéking forward to our trip. It's the first thing we've ever
Won,

"I'm pleased to meed you,” IN told him.

"Miss Walters has the best news for us, Glerm," Mrs. Trimble
saia. "She's going to house sit for us while we'rs gbne."

Glenn Trimble eyed IN carefully. After a silence (which to IN
seemed interminably long), he asked, "Do you have references?"

IN's heartbeat quickened. Her expression changed'slightly and for
~a moment her mind went'blank. His abruptness had unsettled her. But Mr.
- Trimble apparentlj did not notice. He lowered himself into a chair and
walted. |

As her senses returned, LN forced herself not to shudder. For
God's sake, she thought, don't panic. Graduaily avcalmness crept over
her and with it her wits sharpened.

nIrg bonded, Mr. Frimble. Your house and everything in it is

protected for the duration of your vacation. We have té be very careful, .
Besides me, a security patfol will check the.house.frequently." LN looked
first at Mr. Trimble, then his wife. "You mighf mention this to your

neighobors so they won't be alarmed."
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Mrs. Trimble nodded aﬁdvsmiled by way of-an.ansﬁér. Mr, Trimble
said, "Of courée,'being bonded is fine., It's much more reassuring than
references, really. References can always be fakednﬁ

Mrs. Trimble wiggled in her chair. "Glem!" she exélaimed. "That's
not very nice." But her husband ignored her, "You will have proof of the
bonding?" he asked. |

"Yes, I'1l bring that‘aléng when I deliver the tickets aﬁd all the
details of the trip," IN answered. She looked around the room. "Perhaps
a walk through the house would be appropriate."

The Trimbles glanced at each other. "Mrytle, why don't you do that.
I wasn't quife finished with my work. If we're going to be‘gone a month,
our bills should be in order. I don't want the lights to go out on Miss
Walters."

"First, you haven't mentioned when we leave," Mrs. Trimble said.
"I hope it isn't tomorrow, Thére are some things I need to do before
leaving,* ‘
| "Next Tuesday norning,"'iN said. "A car will pick you up and take
you to the airport.” | |
Mrs. Trimble clapped her hands happily. "Oh, Glenn, isn't this
exciting?" | | |
"Mrytle, it certainly is, We're two lucky people." He turned to

IN, "It was nice to have met you,"
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Mrs. Trimble showed LN through the house, explaining various
things as she went. The basefnenﬁ came last. As they descended the
stairs, Mrs. Trimble turned. and said, "We hardly ever use the rooms
down here, I don't know why we ever begam to finish it off,"

IN looked around, prepared to remember every detail. Seeing the
basement was one of the main objectives of her trip. "Why, it"s beautiful,™
she said. All of the walls were paneled and the ceiling was tiled. But the
- floor was still raw concrete and it was baren of furnitufe.

'We just gave up after Glenn finished the walls and ceiling," Mrs.
T&-imble said. "Glenn decided the floor was too much work for the little
time we would spend doim here.! |

N noticed an outside’door in one corner with stairs leading up
to the backyé}rd. That'll be handy, she thought. The top of a white fence
could barely be seen through the half windows. IN turned to Mrs. Trimble.
"T+ must be interes{',ing sharing & fence with Graceland," she said,

¥rs, Trimble's eyes brightened. "You know, Mr. Presley was a
very considerate neighbor." She giggled, then lowered her voice. "Secretly,
I like his music."

:"Do the tourists ever bother you3" IN asked.

"No, exferything over -there is very sedate and ofderly." Half way
up'the stairs, FMrs. Trimble turned. "You know, I've never seen his grave.
My, it's so close, ‘Soae'times, especial]j at night, I feel spooky'e‘zbout

it."
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"But, it does make your house interesting, Mrs. Trimble,"
IN said.
Mrs.Trimbls looked at IN curiously. "Why, I never thought of

it that way before," she said.



Chapter Nineteen

Forty minutes later, LN was back home. As she opened the door,
Elvie scampered into the hall, He looked at her, cautiously sniffed her
ankles and began to bark quizically, What he saw and what he smelled
4idn 't match, | |

-"Elvie,“.she cried out gleefully, "don't you know me?"

The dog's tail began to wag and he snuggied up to her leg. IN
- reached down and patted his head. As she walked forward, Elvie. ftagged along
at her heels. The phone rang just as she reached the first step of the
stairs to her bedroom.

‘Then she picked up the receiver, it was Southgate's voice. "Hi,"
he séid, "Togo's here, We saw you drive up just now, We'll te over, We're
anxious to hear your reoort on the Trimbles.!

7111 leave my disguise on thén," she to}d him,

"Good, Wie'd 1like to see vou in it close up."

187
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LN put her phone down. She went to the window and watched Togo
and Soﬁthgate walk up to the door, When she opened it, they stared at
her in admiration,

"Fabulous," exclaimed Southgate.

Togo added kis approval witk, "you could have fooled me,"

LN twirled around, "It's O,K., then?" |

"It's perfection," Southgate said. The two men stepped inside,
"How'!d it go?"‘Togo asked.

"There was one brief moment when my heart almost'stopped," IN
answered as they walked into the living room and éat down. "Mr. Trimble
began to question me closely about references. Otherwise pérfeét."

Southgate frowned. "That about references?" he asked, concerned.

"Did he suspect something?"
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?Rclax,"‘LN reassured him, "It all worked out fine. I explainad
I was bonded and that their house and 1ts contents would be fully protected
against financial loss while they're gone. That calmed him."

"Everything's on track then." Togo asked.

"Everything," LN emphasized. "They leave next Tuesday."

Southgate clenched his fist upward in a triumphant gesture. "That
was good thinking on vour pard, IN," he said in praise. "I can fik up something
that looks 1ik§_a bond." He turned to Togo. "Now, we can begin to lay in
supplies. How about the Hydraulic lance? Can it be here by then?

Togo nodded confidently. "I'11 have cverythiﬁé else ready to go, too."
He turned 1o LN.-“Teli‘us about the basement.”

IN leaned Forward, her hands resting on her lnees. nIt's bare.
They began to finish it off byt stopped after putting paneling and ceiling

tilese™
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"Wo furniture?" Southgate questioned,
"None. The floors are bare concrete."
"Perfect," Southgate exclaimed. "We remove a wall panel, smash

a few cinder blocks and we have an opening."

Togo asked LN for a pad and pencil, Once in hand, he drew a rough

sketch of a floor plan. He pointed to the side where the tunnel would begin,

"This is just plain wall?" he asked.
LN nodded.
"No windows?"
IN pointed to what:would be the house's far northeast corner. "There's a door here
into a stairwell that goes up outside. Everything else is paneling."
Togo glanced at Southgate.i"Seems simpie-enough."
"TIs it one big room?" Togo asked.
"No., There's a utility room in one corner. That's separate.," She pointed
to it's location. "But the tunnelbwould go out from the tig room."
"Tts mede to order," Togo said turning to Southgate. He looked back
~at LN, "Where's the drain?"v
A perplexed look éressed INt's face, Her brow wrinkled, After a
moment of confused silence, she said, "I don't know, In the utility room,
I suppose, I didn't see one in the big room."
"There's got to beva drain somewhere," Southgate put in. "Every basement

has a drain.,™
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"let's hope so," Togo. said uneasily.

LN shifted in her chair. "I'm not uéed’to ﬁhis wig yét," she
said, écratching the headpleca, |

The phone rang. LN hurried to the den and picked up the receiver.
"y s hello,Gleamer,“ she said, "Yes, he and Togo are both here,!" She
laid the receiver down and walked back into the living room. "Brax, it's
Gleamer. He wants to talk to you."

IN went upstairs. When Southgate reached the phone, he reached out
vwith his foot and‘quietly pushed the door closed.

"Brax, you haven't fofgotten Carrie have you?" the Delta president
asked immediately, concern in his voice.

"I'm right on schedule, Gleamer," Southgate promised -
him, ’ _ _ - |

"T hate to har? on it, Brax, but Booﬁs keeps inguiring.”
"y undérstand,“ Southgate replied.
- "The marriage is a week from Saturday, Brax,"

ny know,ﬁ Southgate said kindly.

"I just don't want any slip up."

"Everything will be fine, Gleamer., I'll have the necessary papers ready in
a couple of days." The two men said goodbye and Southgatekdropped the phone

lightly into its cradle and returned to the living room. LN was back sans

wig, her ash bloﬁde hairvneatly combed. Togo gazed at her absentmindly. As

always, the sight pleased him.
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. 'Yﬁ'fell, let's geﬂ on with our plénning, " Southgate séid cheerfully,
"The first thing we need is the money for the Trimbles! vacation." He looked
at LN, "Can you get it tomorrow?®

"I didn't want to wait until the last minute for everything," IN
replied, "I drove aown, to Clarksdale yesterday and withdrew $,,000 from an
‘account I've had there for years in my uncle's bank, I've withdi'awn amounts
" that large before on occasion., So that didn't raise any eyebrows. I'11 cover
- the rest we need from a money market fund I'm in here."

"As much as $3,000 more?" Southgate asked.

""Whatever we need," she‘f said. "I'm prepared to go all the way for:
us,"

"I figure we'll need around $7,000 alone to keep the Trmﬁles away
for 30 days,"‘Southgate 'said. "We have to keep them happy. That means first
class accoqua’oions for everything." He laid a sheet of paper on the coffee
table in front of him, "Here's the way I figure it: Air fare, first class,
$1,742.66 plus an Hawaiian travel tax of $10.78 for each of them. 2. The
hotel for 30 days, #1,500. That's a special rate I got., 3., Meals and
incidential expenses at $100 a day, $3,000. Those are the big items. They
total $,264.22. Then, there!ll be the utilities we kuse at the house 1o pay
for and the limousine to the airport and probably half a dozen smaller

things,"
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"There are they staying?" asked LN,
"The Paradise Isle. It's very nice, They'll have a small cottage of their
own actuallysso they won't feel ccoped up. They can do some of their own

cooking if they wani to. They'll have a kitchen, a bedroom and bath, a living

room and screened in porch," Southgé,te laughed., "They won't want to come

home "

"At least not for a month, I hope," Toge put in.

"WThere can I pick up the tickets?" LN asked.

"Either at the American Airlines counter at the airport or its office
downtown," Southgate said, then added, "Wear your disguise and pay cash,"

- "0.K,,n LN replied.

"Havé you paid for the hotel?" Togo asked.

"I'm flying up to St. ¥puis ﬁomormw. I'11 wire the money from
there, then fly back.® |

IN and Togo nodded their approval., Togo asked," How about the

meal money?" |

Southgate replied, "IN will stop at the branch office of the Second
Termessee bank at Winchester foéd and U.S. 51 on her way to pick up the
Trimbles next Tuesday, leave the money and make arrangements for traveler's

checks for the Trimbles. The Trimbles will stop to sign them and pick them

. up on their way %o airport.” He rose and walked to the front windows.
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IN and Togo watched him, saying nothing, The silence oﬁly
heightened the intrigue. Beneath the matter-of-fact talk of plans was
an air of excitment that grew with ‘each decision, They knew each other
well, these three, and their collective I.Q.s, when put to work, were high
" enough to baffle the best thinkers.

Southgate turned back into the room, "fe're ;ll set then for the
next few days;" he said, "We'll move into the Trimbles! house next Tuesday
,nigh’c.“ He pulled out his wallet and sﬁudied a plastic pocket calendar,

"That'll be April seventeenth.”

That night, Togo‘ worked alone in his hoﬁe on the engineering aspects
- of the project. He decided that the tunnel, in order to avoid all possibility
of a caw}e—in. from being too close to the surface,.' should drop down from the
basement until its roof was.five feet underground. At the same time, he didn't
want the tunnel to collapse from too much dirt overhead. |

He shut hié eyes and quickly weﬁt over the basic facts. Sand and gravel
weighs one hundréd and eleven pounds per cubic foot. At Graceland, enough organic
matter was mixed in to make the soil about ten per cent lighter. So, the dirt
there would push down.on the tunnel with a ﬁ‘eigh’o of one hundred pounds per-

cubic foot.
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Togo opened his eyes and reached for his pocket calculator at
the back of his cluttered desk, He deftly worked his fingers over the
buttons to figure that one hundred and forty-four square inches to a square
foot broke down to about four pounds per square inch.

Not 6verwhelming, he thought. ,

Satisfied, he decided that two layers of overlapping plywood sheets,
three-fourths of an inch thick,would_be sufficient to shore up the tunnel
roof if resting on wooden beams two inches thick and eight inches wide held
up by five foot high support posts.

He added other supplies to his shopping liét: One ten horsepower
electric motor, One five horsepower electric motor. One plastic swimming
pool, fifteen feet round and four feet desp. Two pumps (one a high speed,
' gear type capable of pressure up to three hundred pounds per square inch, )
A sledge hammer, Two welding clamps. One flbor fan, One piece of'sheet_metal,'
two feet square. Two hundred feet of two inch intake hose (fwenty-five foot
sections.,) Twenty feet of one inch intake hose. One water pipe wvalve, Two
hundred feet of six inch’plastic exhaust hose. One dozen small screws. One
roll of plastic tape. Two hundred feet of heavy electric cord (number five
wire, AWG, two-tenths of an inch in diamster,) Two hundred feet of three inch
intake hose. Two hundred and fifty bolts six inches long. Some galvinized metal

pipe, one and three-fourths inch in diameter,

The dawn was still only a light pink glow along the edge of'the eastern
horizon when Southgate left for the airport the next morning to catch the early
flight up to St. Louis, In his briefcase vas.one thousand five hundred dollars

of IN's money.
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It was hard to place Southgate that day. He looked as much like
a banker or business executive as a lawyer, His only luggage was the
briefcase, which he kept with him. The stewardess thought his strong
muscular face was interesting. She served him coffee first before attending
to -the other passengers.

" Otherwise, the half hour flight back to the stomping grounds of hishlaw school
days was uneventful. Once on the ground, Southlgate took an airport bus 4o the center
of the city, where he walked to a Western Union office.in.Mirket street
near Pine,

"Yes, sir," A clerk said, coming forward to the counter. She was

a brunette with:green eyes and straight white teeth when she smiled.

"I'd like to send a ﬁeiegram,and money order to Harry Lane, generai
managef of the Paradise Isle hotel in Honolulu," he said snapping open his
briefcase. He handed her the message +that he'd drafted on the plane, It
read: "Wiring money today, per our earlier conversation, for thirty day stay
of Mr. and Mrs. Glenn Trimble. Arrive Wednesday. Please meetl!It was signed Donald Oweng,

"How mich do you want to send" the clerk asked, smiling
prettily.

Southgate handed her the bills, "One thousand, five hundred
dollars,."

The clerk counted the money. "It seems to be all here," she said indifferently.
Well, up yours too, Southgate thought as the bills .disappeared into a
drawer, Shortly, he had his recéipt, which he slipped into the-bfiefcase.

"¥hen will that be in Homolulu?" he askede
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"In a couple of hours," the clerk said.
Southgate nodded and left. He had a scotch and water on the return
flight and by early afternoon he was back in his office in Old Hain, That

evening, IN stopﬁed by to tell him she'd picked up the tickets downtown.

On Saturdéy, Togo called the 01d South Lumber cbmpany. "Ttd like to

place an order for fifty sheets of three-fourths plywood, four by eight feet,®

he said.
‘"Yes, sir," a male voice said. "Anything else?"
"Some two by éigﬁts. Do you have southern pine, number one grade?"
"Yeah, welve gét all you need.". |
"Fine, I need three hundred and thirteen pieces ten feet long and another one
hundred and fifty seven of them eight feet long,"
"Wowx, And what's the namel"
"Weber. I1'1ll pick the order up next Tuesday morning. I'd like each one
of the two by eights cut in half."
UThey '11 be ready, sir."
Then, Togo drove across town to a Sears store, where he bought a
five thousand, twohundred and eighty-eight gallon swimming pool for four
hundred dollars, A young clerk helped hin carry‘it to his car,. From Sears,
Togo drove to the Southern Equipment company in Monroe avenue, where he bought
the. two pumps. He paid cash again and made érrangement; to pick them up on |

Tuesday,
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Several blocks over in Alabama avenue, he calléd on. the Edison
Electric Motor company and looked over its stock. He chose a five horsepower
costing three hundred and eighty dollars and a ten horsepower selling at
eight hundred and eighty nine dollars. Again, he paid cash and t6ld them he'd
be in next Tuesday to get them.

. Dy

_ , . ST

the smaller things like the sledge hammeri-and the floor fan he
divided buying at two hardware stores near the Delta campus and took them
home-

That night, he workéd until after midnight to finish the basement

portion of the scale model.

Méanwhile, Southgate. brought home the form for a suréty and fidelity
bond he been using at the college. It was one of several he had as examplés
in class work. This particular form was from a defunct New York City firm. He
made it out between Family Opinions, Inc, and the Trimbles for §325,000
to cover their house and its contents. With a flourish of the pen he
signed on behalfvof the insurer with the name of William Gibbs, executive
vice president. The boﬁd was good until one minute after midnight on May

eighteenth.
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Chapter Twenty

Gershon Wingo's van wasn't in its first blush of youth. He'd
kept it dirty and driven it hard during the five years of itslexistence
on the Delta campus, And he'd been more than generous in allowing friends
to usé it for errands and light hauls. So on Monday morning, Togo thought .
nothing of slipping over to see the big bellied painter and wrestling coaéh
about borrowing the vehicle for his surreptitious cartage. |

He found Gershon in his basement studio in the library crating a
half dozen freshly done paintings. Gershon continued to work aS'the two
men talked, "Mr. Axelbank~wan£s these on an air cargo flight for London
tonight," he explained, hammering a nail into a wooden slat. "He thinks ﬁhe
British will love them.,"

"At this pace, you'll be wealthy soon," Togo commented.

Gershon_sérewed up one eye and wiped a bead of sweat from his
neck. "Maybe," he said. "But after Mr, Axelbank takes his share, I doubt
it." He picked up another slat from the floor,

."What’are the chances of using the van tomorrow?" Togo asked. "I'd -

like to‘piqk up some lumber."
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"0.K. I won't need it after I drop these paintings at the
airport." Gerhson sighed and forced a smile. "I worked all weekend
on these;TOmorrow, you take the van and I'11 rest."

"I don't know just what time I'1l get away to the lumber yard,"
Togo said, his face a mask of innocence. "It might be easier if i ksep
it al1 night;"

"Suit yourself," Gershon said tautly,

‘Togo swallowed a smile. "That's what I'11 dd then,"

Gershon nailed on another slat. "Pick it up at the gym," he
instructed Togo., "I'1l be over there tomorrow,"

"Will do." ‘
' vThé last slat lay on the floor. Gerhson bent down and grabbed‘it.

With a dozen final furious blows of the‘hammer, the paintings were crated.

’"I'll help you carry them out," Togo said. But Cershonhad already
tossed the crate on his back “as though it were a six pack,

"Just open the doors for me," he shouted.
o Outside, Togo held open the back doors of the black, dusty
vane Gershon twisted around and dropped the crate gently on the edge
of the floor, then pushed it in. Togo banged the doors closed, Gershon
strolled around to the front and climbed into the driver's seat.
"It's all yours tomorrow," he yelled to Tego as h;vwaved and drove

away.
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That ﬁight, after dinner, Togo carriéd the floor fan he'd
bought on Saturday into his workshop along with a piece of thin galvaniied
sheet metal, He took a pair of metal sheers from a hook on his peg-
board and cut the sheet into four triangular pieces as if he were ‘
slicing up a pumpkin pie. Néxt, he cut a three inch circle at the points,
then bent a quarter inch flange along the sides. With a metal drill, he -
spaced small holes along the bent edges and screwedlﬁhem baék toge ther,

The metal was no longer flat. It had taken on the'shape of a funnel,
Togo measured the sides of the fan, then cut four strips of plastic tape
| to match. He taped the fan and the metal sheet together, ﬁheﬂ placed a short
piece of the exhaust hose in the circle he'd cat earlier,

He ambled over to an electric outlet above his work bench and
plugged in the féne He turned it on high and put_his'hand-in froni of the
hose. Cool air poured out through the opening. Togo had just finished the
exhaust system for the tunnel, As they burrowed deeper into the earth, fhe
exhaust hose would be extended along the top of the tunnel from the fan
at the entrance to give them fresh air. - | |

Togo_cleanéd-up his tools, then went to the telephbne in his
study and dialed. He stood patiently by his desk, moving one foot idly
as he listend to the rings. | |

"Hello, Brax," he éaidehen'they stopped. "The exbaust gytem is

ready. We won't have to hold our breath in the tunnel,"
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Southgate laughed. At times, Togo really tickled him, "Or our’
_farting," he replied. | |
"We'll be too busy for that,"‘Togo said.
"Soon, we'll know how difficult it's going to be,"'Southgate
said. After a moment's silence, he asked. "Will we be digging forty -
eight hours from now?" ‘ _
| "We should be if LN shepherds the Trimbles out of town on's;hedule."
"She's ready. I talked to her an hour ago., She was climbing into
bed then so she'd be fresh as a daisy in the morning."
| ‘Togo glanced at his watch. Tee dial fead ten forty-five. "I'm
ready for some shut-eye myself, This might be our last good night's_sleep
for a Wﬁile. I've‘got Gershon's van, by the way."
"That'll make the hauling easier." |
1'11 pick it wp in the morning. I have‘a nine o'clock lecture
class in the morning. After that nothing." |
"Same here. Why don't I drive you to the campus in the‘morning."
"Yeah. Then, I'1l get the van and drive it back to your house. We'il
wait there." | |
"Okah, Get here as soon as you can,"
"See you then." Togo put down the phone. After a fast shower, he tumbled

“into bed and soon was asleep. A few blocks away, Southgate followed suit,




203

IN's electric alarm clock went off at five forty-five the next
morning. She arose without a struggle in a mixed mood of anticipation and
anxiety, Both would be with her, she knew, until she'd put the Trimbles |
safely aboard their plane. Thank God, the airport'was.just a few miles
from their home. That gave her some sense of secufity.
LN stepped into the shower and adjusted the spray until a watery mist
hung in the air ail around hef. She stood mute, letting the hot water cascade o

over her shoulders and down her body, stimulating her skin and awakening her

as nothing else could. As she soaped herself, she wondered what her world

e e e iy

would be like thirty days hence. She might have her library money or, horror |
of'horrors, be in jail. | .
Involuntarily, she shuddered at the iast thought.

" But Brax and Togo, the two persons she relied on most in the world,
didn't seem to worry and they were counting on her now fb wﬁisk the
Trimbles away. She turned and let the spray wash over her face. A few
moments later, she twisted the faucets off and reached for the soft, fluffy
towel on a rack just outside the shower. In seconds she was dry énd'slipping into
her nylon panties and bra,

The wig and make-up came last. She fretted éver thdse, adjusting
interminably,»until she was satisfied ‘that her appearance was the same as
on her first visit. Tﬁen, after a quick breakfast, she drove off in her red

Triunph toward downtown Memphis.
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After a ﬁwénty—five minute drive through streets in the vanguard
of the morning rush hour, she pulled into a public»garage.in Adams
avenue a few blocks from the_downtbwn riverfront, pickea ﬁp a parking
stub from a sleepy attendant, and dwubled Eaék around_the C§rner to
the Mérgury Liﬁousine Service.

- "Good morning, I'm Jané Walters,".she announced to the clerk
on duty, a pudgy man with stubby fingers and fleshijowls._

--"Yes, Miss Walters., Your limousine-is ready." He pressed down
a button on the microphone on the counter. "Mike Couriney, front and
center." |

"Isn't it a pleasant morning," IN said.

"Just beautiful. There isn't a cloud in the sky."

A shiny, black seven passenger car with the thinnest of red stripes
aroﬁn& its mid-section pulled up outside the building. IN stepped bfiskly
'forward to the sidewalk, where a tall, elderly man in # gray uniform held
open the rear door for her. |

"Good morning, ma'am, I'm Mike Courtney,"

ﬁGodd morning," LN said and smiled politely. "I'm Jane Walters."
Béfore-getting in, she added. “We'fe going to 1L63 Dolan drive, On the
way,l want to stop at a bank at U, S. 51 and Winchester road." She climbed
in'and leaned back on the soft upholsteréd seét. Such luxury, she thought,
The car drove off. LN sloped fofward. "We need to time ourselves so we mike

a ten o'clock flight at the airport," she said,
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As he picked up speed, the driver nodded.

It was eight thirfy—tvro on the bank vclock when-LN's 1imousine
glided into the parking lot. The Sevcond‘ Tennessee bank branch at the-
intersection of U.,S. 51 and Winchester road had been operi two minutes,

LN hurried inside, where she ordered three "thousand dollars in %raveler's
checks,

"These aren't for me," she explained to the teller, a woman in her
mid-thirties with frosted hair, "Can you get them ready for a Glenn Trimble?
I'11 stop back inb twenty minutes on the way %o the airport to pay for them
- and with Mr. Trimble to countersigxl them, " |

"That'll be no problem," the teller said, "I'1l have them ready."

When LN left the bank, her driver hopped out of the limousine and
again held the door_ open for her, IN smiled imwardly and thought to herself,
I could get used to this. A half mile farther on at the Trimbles four
~pieces of copper colored soft vinyl luggage stood at ready in the entranée
‘l",o the doﬁble garage. The limousine eased backwards up the driveway. While
LN went to the front door, where Mr. h’imblé stood waiting, the chauffeur
opened the trunk and loaded the bg.gs. 4

| M"Hello ‘th‘er“e," LN called out from the stoop, "All set to go?"

NGlenn's making a last minute pit stop," Mrs, Trimble replied. She
gave IN a quick wink; "Then, we're ready."

LN gestured toward the car with its open trunk. ."Anymore

lugguage?"
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¥rg. Trimble pointed to the floor, "Just this tote bag."

IN. turned. "¥r. Courtney," she called. "Here's another piece
of luggage." The driver hurried up the walk, "It'1l1l jus{, fit in the
trunk," he said, measuring it with his eye.

"On, there're the girls," Mrs. Trimble exclaimed.

IN squinted in’oo the sun. Coming up the drive, all smiles, ¥a8
a trio of women, "Hi," one of them shouted. "We came to see you off."
Mrs, Trmble, in a lightweight powder blue sui?b and blouse, came out
of the house and walked to greet them.

‘"Miss Walters, I want you to meet the neighbors," she said over
her shoulder t8 IN, IN scudded down the driveway, where the group had
congregated in front of the limousine.

Po:.ntlng o a blonde, about forty, in slacks and blouse, Mrs.
Trimble said, "Tnis is Amy Cline." 1IN nodded in recognltlon. "Amy,
and the rest of you, too, This is Jane Walters. She's going to house
sit while we're gone.'f

Awoman, s]:lghtly older than Amy, said, "I'm Harriet Warrene®

wAnd I'm Carol Rowan," put in the third, dark haired and shorter
than the others.

nI'm pleased to know all .of you," IN said, smiling. "This is going

to make it much easier for me knowing who you all are."
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"fe're here to help you in any way we can," Amy Cline .
volunteered. Her voice was melodious. She pointed across the street
to a rambling, red brick ranch house. "I live over there."

"And T live there," said Carol Rowan, motioning in the direction
of the house next to the garage,

Harriet Warren turned her eyes on IN. "That leaves me to protect
the other side," she laughed, pointing to the house to the west." |

"I'1l be gone some days," IN said, "But I'll be staying here
nights. and week-ends, I won't have a chauffeured 1imousiﬁe, though, "
she added with a laugh. "Usually, I drive a red Triumph."

~ "That's what we'll look for then," Harriet Warren said,

I'11 bet you.will, IN thought. "There might be other cars,
from time to time," she said casually. '"We also émpioy a securitv service.
And I have a brother. He drives a black van at times. You might see that
in the driveway."

LN smiled sweetly. What a break this is, she thought, I can
explain things to them.so what they see later will seem natural and routine.
Her eyes wandered over the group. "My brother is somewhat of a.night owl,
I'11 ask hHim to be as quiet as possible if he stops by late."

"Oh, we never go to bed before eleven-thirty," Carol Rowan

said.
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"Well, I'1l try to be a good neighbor,” IN said,

Mr. Trimble came out of the house then. LN looked at her
watch, It was nine—ten. "We should be going," she said. Slowly, they
all walked to the rear door of the limousine.

Carol Rowan stepped forward and kissed both the Trimbles on the
cheek. "Have a wonderful time," she said. The Trimbles climbed in the
béck seat, followed by IN. The driver closed the door, then hurried around
the front of the car and eased‘in under the steering wheel, As the car
rolled down the drive, the neighbors waved.

"Send us a postcard," they called happily.

At the bank, Mr. Trimble signed thé traveler's checks as the teller
watched. Then, it was oﬁ to the airport. LN handled the tickets until the
1uggage’ had been checked through, then gave them to Mr. Trimble, who, in turn,
passed her the house key.

"You'll need that," he laughed.

They walked on toward the security station, which they passed through without

-incident. At -the boarding gate, their felldw passengers were streaming toﬁaid

the plane. Just as the Trimbles were about to disappear into the tunnel,

he turned,an anxious look on his face.
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"Oh,.Miés,Walters," he called, walking back to her.j"Did you
get the surety bond?"

LN, feigning consternation, reached into her purse gnd removed
a folded, legal looking paper. "Oh, Mr. Trimble,I apolegize to you,"
she said, "I have it right here, ! |

What Mr. Trimble didn't know was that LN, fearful he might balk,
had always planned to wait until the last minute to give it to him. Now,
she relaxed, sﬁre that any danger he micht refuse the terms was past. She
‘handed the bond to him.

Mr. Trimble studied the paper, then looked up at LN. "Thisvis
. very generous," he said. |
IN smiled. "You'd better hurry onﬁo the plane, Mr. Trimble."
“fou're right," he replied. He turned and waved as he ducked into

the tunnel again,

From the terminal's observation deck, LN watched the big plane
carrying the Trimbles lumber sloﬁly to the end 6f the runway. It paused
for an instant, then, as the pilot Opéned the thrbttle, the plane pickedv
up speed as it moved down the long runway until its wheels no longer touched

| the ground.
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After a stopover in Dallas-Fort Worth, it would off again
to Honolulu. |

IN followed the plane until it was a mere speck in the
western sky. Then, she hurried down the corridor to a telephone., She
- waited impatiently while her call rang at the other end.
"Hello," a voice said after a short time.
"Brax, they're on their way," she said excitedly. "The house

is ocurs."

"The van is here," he replied, "Togo and I are ready

to go."

"Good luck, hear," she said. Minutes later the limousine sped
along the freeway toward downtown. IN, alone again in the back seat, settled

‘deeper into the cushions and closed her eyes, She'd enjoy this ride,

S SR st



Chapter Twenty Two

Southgate and Togo jumped in the van and heécied toward the
lumber yard,

"Jelve got some busy hpurs ahead," Togo said, his hands gripped
tightly on the S'beéring wheél. ‘"The lumber will take three, maybe four,
trips,

"Too bad we couldn't have it delivered.™

"T didn't want to chance leaving a trail,"

Southgate nodded agreement., His arm rested on the window edge.

He and Togo were both dressed in greeh cover—alls., Southgate also had on
a ba‘f;tered baseball cap he'd worn fishing for several years.,
Togo moved the van in znd out of traffic.
- "After the lumber, .then what?" Southgate asked.

UThe pumps and motors. The swimming pool is already in the trunk
of my car.,”

The van pulled up beside the office of the 01d South Lumber company.
Togo hopped out and went inside alone, where he paid the bill and received
tl;le order slip for tha yard foreman., He returned a few moments later. "':'v'e.

can drive into the yard and load," he said, climbing behind the wheel again.

211




212

In the yard, Togo handed the order slip to the foreman, a gaunt,
weathered man wearing a gray butchert!s smock over his shirt and slacks,
Soon, the first load of plywood was stacked in the back of the van.

'"We'll be back inAaboui an hour," Togo t0ld the foreman. "Are the
two by eights ready?®

The foreman pointed to a big table saw, "All cut," he replied, Neatly
stacked nearby were nine hundred and forty pieces in four and five foot
lengths, "What are you fellas building, a pygmy village?' the foreman's
eyes sparkled briefly and the lines on his face crinkled.

"Hot houses for a truck farm," Southgate replied straightfaced,
"Don't need much head room, you know,"

"Hey, I never thoughtvof that," the yard man said, scratching his
own head,

Southgate settled down in his seat and pulled ﬁhe door closed. Togo
eased the van out of the yard into the street traffic. At Togo's house, they
" unloaded quickly, then drove back to the lumber company. |

"That didn't take long,™ the foreman said when they returned.

Tog§ and Southgate swung open the back doors of the van and began
laying in the rest of the plywood. Then, they piled two by eights on top
of the last sheet until Southgate held up his hand, "That's all. It's going

to take a couple of more trips anyway."
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Togo nodded,

"T wish we could just unload this at the Trimbles," Southgate
said as they drove along.

"Too much sawing and hammering involved for that," Togo said. "It'll
be much easier to do the preliminary work at my house.”

"And safer,”

"That, too."

The van stopped for a red light.‘"Thé plywood will fit as is," Togo
said. "The carpentry work is with the supports. We'll have to nail three
two by eights together after triming eight inches off of the center one."
He turned to look at Southgate, a humorous glint in his eye. "Yoﬁ can split
up the waste for kindling, It'll be good practice for the prison firewood
detail,"

"Ha," Southgate grunted. "That'll Ee the day.ﬁ

. ~The van pulled away from the intérsection. Togo's eyes were on the
road again. "There's going to be a lot of drilling for the bolt.holes,"
he said. "dne-hole through each end of the cross beams and two in each
post. Then, we'll have to slip bolts ﬁhrough'the posts into the cross.beams
set in the groves and out again on the §ther side; God, Brax, there must
be a simpler way to make a million dollars,

Southgate laughed.
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"What size are the bolt holes again?" Southgate asked.
"Half an inch,"
"My drill will work. I'1l bring it over. That'll give us two,"
"1!d planned on that," Togo replied.
Togo pulled the van into his driveway. After umpacking, they
stopped for a sandwich, then returned to the lumber yard for their final
loads. '
"Good luck, Mr. ﬁéber,‘ the foreman yelled as they drove
away. the last time,
"Haber?® ' Southgate Questioned.
"Yeah, that's the name I gave thém,";Togo explained. A wide grin ...
spread ‘across his face. -
There was a loading dock at the pump company, where they went
after dropping off the last van of lumber at Togo's. They slid the crates
into the van, as far forward as possible, added .thé hoses, then went on to -
pick up the electric motors and‘cord. On the way home; they stopped at
a2 hardware td store to pick up fifty pounds of number 204 common nails.
*T almost forgot them," Togo admitted sheepihsly.
"What's the oid saw," Southgate recited. "For the want of a -
nail, the kingdom was lost."

"Je came close," Togo replied.
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Chapter Twenty Two

LN drove into the Trimbles' driveway at twilight and stepped
S out of her car with her luggage. Amy Cline was spraying a cluster of
azalea bushes in the front corner of her lawn.

"Hi," she called out and waved.,

IN put down her bags and walked across the street. "Well, my first
night in my new home," she said, glancing back over her shoulder at the
Trimbles,

"Are you apprehensive about being alone?"

"Oh, no, I eipect my elder brother will be by later, He takes
good care of me," |

"If he's like mine, it wasn't always that way,"

IN laughed, "Not always, We had‘our sibling rivalries.®

Don't make too much of him, IN told herself. The next thing you
know she'll want to meet him, This openness with the neighbors was going
to be a delicate balancing act, she‘thought.‘Still, it seemed the most natural
approach. She was sure aloofness would cause more suspicion,

"Well, I must get my luggage im," LN said. She stepped back and

half turned.
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nSee you later," said Amy. She looked clossly at one of the bushes,
then gave it another shot with her inseéticide gun, Out of the corner of

her eye she watched LN walk into the house and close the door,

LN lifted her biggest suitcase up on the Trimbles' guest bed and
opened it. Her eyes wandered about the room. The rosy beige wall gave her
a feeling of warmth, She opened the window a crack, a light breeze stirred

the white ruffled curtains.
She lifted several dresses from the bag and crossed a colorful

braided rug to the closet. A telephone rang in another part of the house,
IN stopped short, a wave of uneasiness rippled through her body. It was an
eerie feeling, being alone in a strange place in'a surreptitious role
wbndering whether to answer,

All her attention concentrated on the possibilities, Was it a
friend of the Trimbles? Was it a heavy breather aware she was alone? Was
it Togo or Southgate checking on her arrivai? She hesitated, then resolutely
dropped the dresses back on the bed as the ringing persisted.

Outside in the hall, the sound was closer. She followed it into
_-the master bedroom and, still in some trepidation picked up the receiver.
"Hello," she said cautiously.

"Hey, where were you?" came PBrax's reassuring voice.
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IN breathed‘; deep sigh of relief, "Oh, am I glad its you. I didn't
know whether to answer,"
"It's almost dark, We're getting ready to leave with our first
~load," Southgate said. "Are things squared away there?"
"All quiet," LN answered, "How soon will you be here?"
- "Say forty-five minutes. We'd like to pull into the garage."
"One bay is clear. Their éar‘s in the other on the far side. I'm
parked in front of that door.," |
"Good. Always park there so we can use the éﬁpty side for. the
van.," Southgate paused, then .continued. "Teave the ligh£ off in the garage.
Go out there in about forty minutes., Open the door and wait for us. If
~ Someone gets nosey, say you're just checking things out on your first
night;"
"Okah,"
"See you.'"
LN heard the click as Southgate hung up. She stood motionless for
a few seconds, then put her own receiver down. She hoped ﬁhe phone won't ring
again. It gave her the jitters. In time, perhaps, she get used to answefing.
Sti1l, there'd always be the possibility of that one call she couldn't handle,

she thought.
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She walked back into the guest room. She'd have to get used
to the uncertainty of the next thirty days, she concluded, and the sooner
the better. Her face hardened. With that, she ient back to unpacking,
_glancing at her watch now and then so she'd be down in the garage on

time.

LN stood in the shadows wailting. Outside the chirp of crickets
broke the silence of a warm spring night. Ii was completely dark now.
Occasionally, she heard the sound of an auto in U.S. 51 a block awéy.
Finally, a set of headlight beams flashed on the pavemeni from a vehicle
which had turmed into Dolan drive. Then, just as suddenly, they vanished.

She waited. The soft roll of tires reached her ears. She spotted -
the outline of the van coast into the driveway, then heard the engine
power increase again slightly for the final ride into the garage,

- Inside, the ¥an ¢ame to a-halt. IN quickly closed the doors. With
the aid of a small pocket flashlight, she walked to the door on the driver's
side, » | |

.,"Wéllvdone,' Togo said, stepping ddwn.

Southgate felt his way around the front bumper. The three of them
stood silently gazing at each other?s outlines. "Let's go inside and
lock over the'basement firét," he suggested. Without waiting for an

answer, he opened the door inside and stepped forward. LN followed
with Togo behind her.
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At the top of the basement stairs, Southgate flipped the light
switch on and started down. The others followed. They stopped at the bottom
of the stairs and surveyed the room.

"This is beautiful," Southgate said. "Made to order." He pointed
to the center of the far wall., "We can set up the swimming pool right over
there,"

Togo‘stepped éround him and étarted across the wide sfretch of floor
toward the utiiity room. "Let's check fer a drain," Southgate and IN
immediately fell in step behind him.“Theykpaused at the door and looked
insidé. A washer and dryer lined one wall., On the other side of the room
was the furnace. Nearby, they saw the circuit breaker panel, Togo's eyes dropped to
the floor. |

"There it is," he exclaimed.

"Hooray," IN cried out softly. "I was afraid I'd goofed.™

Togo walked over to the furnace. In the floor ﬁeside itvwas a
drain fed by a small copper pipe that twisted its way around the heating unit.
Togo touched the pipe. "For water from the air conditioning system," he
said. my double duty system." Southgate nodded.

IN stretched her foot out aﬁd touched the drain. "Can we use
it?" she asked, a tightness in her voice,
UT{ looks all right," Togo replied. "We won't really know until

we test it M.
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Togo walked over to the circuit breakers, where he pulled a screwdriver
from his back pocket, With quick rotations of his hand, he removed the
screws in the four corners of the cover and 1lifted it off. He studied
the maze of wires inside, At the top of the box, he spotted the two
heavy wires bringing ﬁhe éurrent in from outside power lines.

He pointed to their terminal bolts, "We'll bootleg our power
from them," he said, "We'll pull it out upstream from the circuit breakers.
The hzuse. lights will dim a 1little, but mot enough to notice from the
outside." |

"Everything seems to be in this room," Southgate said. He walked
over to a sink beside the washer. "This looks like the main water pipe,"

"Turn its handle," Togo suggested. "let's see what happens.™

Southgate closed the valve and turned on the cold water faucet
in thé sink, Nothing came out.

"That's it," Togo said. "™e'll tap in for water there.™

Southgate re—opened the valve, "Shall ﬁe begin to unload?®
he asked. . |

"What are we going to do first?" LN inguired.

"Put wp the swimming pool," Southgate reblied.

The three left the room together. Ubstairs again in the garage,
Southgate and Toge lifted the folded pocl from the van. Almost noiselessly,

they carried .it inside the house and down the stairs to the basement.
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A few minutes later, Southgate and IN began to assemble the metal
frame while Togo returnedvupstairs. He stepped outside into the darkness,
Lfter a few ﬁoments, confident he was not observed, he walked toward the
street, In the lawn near the curb, he 1lifted the the cast iron cover from
the water meter and pipe comnected to the house. Quickly, he dropped %o
his knees and pointed a small flashlight beam into the shallow manhole,.
located the valve, and with a vice-grip turned off the water.

Back inside, he picked up his tools, a small cylinder of propane
gas and a feeder hose from the van. Down in the basement again, ks dropped
the hose 6ff in the pool area and disapmeared into the utility room., He
turned on a faucet in the sink next to the washing machine and bled the
house pipeS»dry; Then, with the skill of a surgeon he sliced out a one and
one-half inch section from the copper pipe with a pipe cutter.

With a small hose, he sucked out any remaining water from the pipes
t> make then as dry as possible. He sandpapered the exposed ends of the
pipe, then slipped a T-section over both of them; Using a plumber's
torch connected to the cylinder of gas, he first soldered the T-section
in place, then soldered a new faucet onto it.

Togo looked at his watch. The operation had taken -a little more
fhan a half hour, He went back outside and turmed on the water, then checked
his work for leaks. He found none. A dual system was now in place, one for
the pool, the other for the house, where an investigation found the water

pressure normal.



Togo went back into the big room, where he picked up the

feeder hose.'Souﬁhgate and LN éontinued to work, Togo returned to the‘
- utility room and screwed the hose on the new faucet, then he uﬁrnlléd.it
along the flopr back to the pool area. | |
IN brushed back a stray pieee of hair from her'foreheéd.'She'd
removed the wig. "How long will it take to fill this?® she asked.
’"About o hours," said Togo. He began to help theﬁ work.

When the pool was up, a big vﬁﬁ now of greeh plastic, Southgafe
wired the hose o the top of the frame. Several fest of it dangled down -
inside, | |

"That should do it," he said triumphantly.

Togo nodded. "IN, you do the.ﬁonors."

e should;have a champagne bottle to break over the faucet,"
she said lightheartedly, walking_into_the‘ﬁtility room. Togo and‘Southgate
1lsughed. - When she returned, water was flowing steadily into the
pool, "Good show," she remarksd, then asked, "what next?"

"let's empty the van;" Southgate replied.

Firét, they brought down the light equipment~ electric Wire,‘the‘
sledgé hammer,.tﬁe‘otﬁer hoses and so on. Then, groaning and straining,
they carefully tread the stairs with the'pumps and motors. Finally, they

‘ cérried down thevfirst several sheets of plywood and a couple of completed

shoring arches.
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Togo picked up the sledge hammgr.v"l‘d love to émash open the

wall next," he exclaimed. |
" "Better not until we've talken the compass reading in thé morning,"
Southgate admonished.

"I know," Togo answered, putting the sledge hammer down, '"let's
finish the pumps and motors now,"

Two wooden sleds they'd.made at Togo's were feady nearby. They
lifted the five horsepowér onto one and the ten horsepower onto the other.
Then, they bolted the smaller pump to be used ﬁo remove the muck from the
tunnel to the five horsepower motor and the larger pump for the drilling
to the more powefful engine.

"Now, for the ﬁricky part," Togo said.

He went.over to the equipment pile, sorted out the.two weider's
clamps and fastened them to one end of the wire, a heavy underground copper ‘
cable wrapped in a cross-knitted poLyethyiene jacket. At the other end, he

attached an insultated phenolic terminal block. To it, he hooked on wo
waterproef main disconnegt Switches housed in metal containers gbout the
size of cigar boxeé. He attached ﬁhe cord from the five horsepower motor
to one and ‘the cord from the ten horsepower to the other. |

"Oh, hell," Togo said, "I forgot soﬁething."

He splicéd the wire just below the welder's clamps #nd j.nser.ted. |

a shock detectore
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"That's that?" LN asked.

ﬁIt's a gensitve fuse that cuts off the current in half a second,"
Togo said. "Say one of us sprays water on the motbrs." He snapped his
fingers. "Just like that, the power would cut off because of the circult breaker, It
will save us from electrocution,”

"That tunnel is going to be wet and muddy," Southgate put in.

"fe need to be careful,"

"I see," LN said, a trace of apprehension in her voice.

Togo picked up thé clamps, with their big alligator like teeth, and
walked to the circuit breaker box in the utility room, the wire wwinding
behind him. Southgate and IN followed, He placed the clamps on the terminal
bolts of the heavy wire bringing the power in from outside.

"Brax, go turn on the fiﬁe horsepower," Togo said.

Southgate went into the other room and flipped the switch in the
disconnect box. The motor startéd. He walked to the door of the utility
room, "It's on," he said.

"Now, we'd better all say a prayer," Togo said. "Go back and turn
on the ten horsepower s¢ both of them are running at the sawe time." He
emmitted ‘a nervous cough. "This could blow a transformer."

tJesus, Togo, do you really think éo?“ Southgate asked.

N7e 111 know one way or the oiher when you flip that switch, Brax,

Until then, it's just conjecture.
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- Southgate wélked to the disconnect swiichn connected to the ten
horsepower.vHe stood over it for a few seconds, For an instant, he longed
for the old routine of class lectures, correcting papers, a drink with IN
in the late afternoon, a book to read in the ewvening. Then, he reached down. .
First, there was the click of the switchk. Next, he heard both motors
running together, He'd expected the worst. It hadn't happened, He ran
back to the utility room and threw his arms around Togo.

"You've done it, you dammed genius, you've done it," he yelled.

Togo untangled hn_m "I4!s nothing I've done," he said. "But, by by-passing
the circuit breakers I think we've fixed it so we can have the power load
we'll need," He sighed, still indicatingkcaution, and held his hand on the heavy
wires in the box, . "We'll need to check these frequently at first to make
sure they're not overheating," he said.

"What could happen if they did?" Southgate asked.v
"Je could burn down the house."
"My God, you're cheerfui, Togo," IN said.

r7e need to be careful," Togo replied.

"I know," she said, patting his arm,

Southgate inﬁerrupted. "Ts there anything else we can do tonight?"
he asked.

nT don't think so," Togo said. He locked at his watch. It was

midni é'htc
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"let's turn everything off and get some
said.

Togo felt the wires again, "Still O0.K."

sleep," Southgate



‘Chapter Twenty Three

The next morning, everyone was up early. As soon as the sun
was high enough for theﬁ to see the stained glass windows on the southside
of the gravesite, they went outside and walked to the white fence between
the Trimble'& backyard and Graceland.

Southgate stood directly in iine with the third window, a trail of
footprints in thé dew behind him, "The tunnel should run right under here,"
he said, gazing at the backside of the curved wall of the open style Grecian
temple in which the four windows were set. "The king's grave 1s straight
ghead, Remember, ngo?"

"Indeed," |

Togo pulled a compass from his pocket and walked back toward the
house. "Stay pp.t, " he called to Southgate over his shoulder. At the house,
he leaned aga.inst 'f,he wall and took a compass reading of three hundred énd
fifty nine degrees én Southgate, He walked back and tola.them, |

"let's pace off the distance from the corner of the house to where
you were standing,"' Southgate said to Togo. "We'll do the same in the basement,

where we'll take our three hundred and fifty nine degrees reading again."

1 4
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Togo paced off the distance in the basement. Two knoitty cedar
.panels.were removed and carefully leaned against a wéll‘in a
corner of the réom. Erposed before them was the bare cinder block foundafion.
IN ‘brought over the sledge hammer.
~But first, Southzate took a tape measure and a piece of chalk

and drew an outline of thevtunnel entrance on the face of the sub-
structure.

"Ipts nét Rembrandt but it serves it's purpose," he said. "Give
it a whack, IN,"

IN struck a blowm that chipped out the center of the marked area.
She followed with several more until a number of chips covered the floor,
Then Togo took the sledge harmmer and with swift, penetrating blows knocked
open a hole, The work was easier after that. The entrance grew steadily
larger until only ragged edges remained along the chalk lines.

Southgate evened them with a chisel. Then, he and Togo built a
wooden frame around the inside of the cinder block.

Togo stepped ferward and poked the dirt, which crumbled and rolled
out on the floor.

"The texture ssems loose,'" he said.
LN looked at her watch. "It's eight fifteen," she said, "Shouldn't

we get ready to leave for the campus?"
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"I hate to leave," Southgate said. "But I guess we have to. Togo
and I will go first in the van.,"

LN nodded. "1¥11 have to put my wig on to drive out," she said.

"Check," Southgate replied.

A few minutes later the van rolled down the driveway and out of
sight.. IN followed shortly. About halfway to the campus, she

took off her wig. A real Dr. Jekyll and Mrs. Hyde, she thought and laughed

to herself.

That night after dark Southgate and Togo returned in the van.
LN was waiting in the garage again as she'd done before. They unloaded the
. fan and additional frames of shoring supports. This time, they also
had heavy rubber raincoats and bobts with then,
A few final details were completed before the tunneling began.
The: pumps were put in place. near the entrance, the large one with the
hydraulic lance first. A hose was run back from it to the swimming pool.
A second hose was stretched out along the floor from the-second pump sysiem
to the drain in the utility room. The electric wiring was tucked neatly along
the wallboard, .as much to itself as possible.
The room , with its .targle of wires and hoses, bsgan to resemblé a plate of
spaghetti. : _ v
"Shall we?" Southgate asked,
- Togo took the hydraulic lance in his hand and stood at the face

of ‘the tunnel, "Turn it on."
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- The stream of ‘high powered water cut rapidly into the dirt
and pulverized it into a soupy liquid that ran down the face of the
tuhnel and collected in a puddle on the floor. Southgate started the
second pump,. With its hose he sucked up the muck as. though he wers using a
vacuum cleaner,

m

"IN, check the wires in the circmit breaker box," Togo shouted.

She ran into the utility room anq placed her hand against them.
They were cool. She went over to the drain., The muck was running down it
in a steady stream. She retufned to the wires and checked them again.
Still cool.

"There's no heat in the wires," she reported, returning to the‘
big room.

"O.K.,"‘Togo said; His raincoat was splattered with mud and
watér. "Check them every five minuteé for a while," LN nodded and looked
at her watch. It was nine-ten.

Togo kept boring into the dirt with. the hydraulic lance. Oceasionally,

a small stone or two fell away. 4 screen kept them from en%ering the muck hose.
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Togo was on his knees now as he maneuvered the lance. His hair
was caked with mud and his féce grimy and wet. Southgate was cleaner,
but he, too, was dirty and damp, He crawled in next to Togo.

"Ye'd better slope it down gradually,” he
yelled, -

Togo cut the water lance off. With his forearm, he wiped off the
water over his eyes, "I'm not going straight down. Think of the model,

Our descent is a . gentle.slope until the ceiling is five feet
below the surface.®

Southgate remembered. "Oh, yeah," he said, After a moment, he added,
"maybe the model should be here in the basement instead of at your house."

ny agree,"'Togo said. "Let's bring it over
tomorrow.night.é

Séuthgate nodded. He studied Togo's muddy hair., "Do you think
we should wear hats?" he asked.

"Too darmed hot, at least for me," Togo replied. "It's easier

to wash my hair every night." He looked into his friend's eyes. "If you
think this is uncomfortable, wait until we're fifty feet in. You'll wish you
were a salamander."

Southgate laughed. "How about a duck?®

"That, too."

Southgate turned and crawled back to his position. With a spurt, the
lance dug into the dirt again. In a hushed voice, audible only to himself,
Togo began to sing, "Take my Body, Take My Soul, Take my body with thé rock

and roll.,"
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LN checked the wires again. Still coole She reported to Southgate,
who told her," I think we're 0,K, on those now. They're taking our power
load easily. look at them only every half hour or so."

| "That's a relief," IN answered. I was getting
pretty tired of running to that circuit breaker box every few minutes,"

"Hey, Brax," Togo had turned and was calling to his companion.
Tfater is starting to build up in here."

"Gotta go," Southgate said,

The hose reached up against the face of the tunnel like the snout
of an anteater and sucked up the muck.

"Better keep it right there for a while," Togo said. "It's an easy
cut. right now, The dirt is peeling away fast.!

It took them an hour to dig away three feet. Togo shut
off.the lance and left the tunnel, Southgate moved in and cleaned up the

- muck until only an occasional drip was left. The ten horsepower motor had
stopped. Southgate crawled out and switched off the second pump.

He re-entered the tunnel and took out his compass. It read three
hundred and fifty nine degrees,

"Still on target," he said re-emerging,

-Togo, with LN's help, carried a sheet of plywood to the entrance, "0.K."

he said to Southgate, "grab a support frame,!
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The frames were stacked a few feet away on the floor. Southgate
took one and dragged it into the tunnel. The space was cramped. He held
the frame steady with one hand and twisted arocund until ke was facing the
opening, He saw Togo and IN on their knzes with the plywood.

"O;K; Ready," Southgate shouted.

Togo didn't reply. He pushed the first three feet of the plywood
shéet into the tﬁnnel. Southgate pushed the support frame up and forward
until it was upright. Then, he wedged it in under the plywood.

Togo dropped his hands. Outside the tunnel, IN held up the drooping
end of the plywood until Togo temporarily nailed it to the entrance frame.
Both men crewled out of the tunnel. "How's your support," Togé

asked. |

"Seems tight enough,™ said Southgate. "It's a snug fit."
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Southgate stood beside the pool with LN when Togo came out.
"Might be a good idea to top this off every night," he said, Tégo replisd
at once, "IN, that can be your responsibility. While Southgate and I are
working in the tunnel, it'll be up to you to check on the water level, "
"The pool should be full.évery night when we start," Southgate said,
"I111 keep an eye on it," LN promised.
Togo turned to face Southgate. "Let's dig in another five feet and
put up two more supports, theﬂ call it quits for the night."
Without a word, Southgate undertook the task. After digging two
more feet, they struggled to add another suﬁport, then repeated the process
after three more feet. The first plywood sheet was now entirely inside
thé tunnel.
Oné frame was wobbly. Togo left the tunnel and returned with several
blocks of wood. Southgate slid one under the left side of the frame. He shook
the support. It didn't move.

"Solid as a rock," he said.



Chapter Twenty Four

Southgate slowed kis car as-he.passed Carrie Westfall's grave
on tﬁe road that lead up to the house of the Delta college president.
The sité was so restful he almost wished they weren't going to disturb
it.r

Southgate had liked Carrie, She'd been an ideal partner for
Gleamer, a gracious and witly hostess who could twist cantankerous alumni
around her little finger. She'd been a pretty woman with pale blue eyes,
fair hair and fair of face. Only near the end had he noticed shadows
around her eyes and care rings under her make-up.

Southgate pulled into the circular drive in front of the house
and stopoed just beyond the steps. He'd barely climbed out of his car when
Gleamer.appeared. Southgate wasn't a small man, but, at six feet four inches,
the college president towered over him as they walked up to the door.

"Are you in a hurny?“ Gleamer asked.

"ot at all," Southgate assured him“and added delicately, "I'Zl
stay for as long as you need me."

"Good. Let's get down to business and then have a bite to eat."

235



236

The noon air was warm, Gleamer led Southgate through the living

room and out onto a screened porch. A strip of sunlight, about two feet
wide, crept along the floor on the southside., The rest was shaded. Both

men sat down on white wicker chairs with blue flowered cloth covers. Southgate
opened his briefcase ;nd removed several folders,

"Gleamer, I've made out papers for Qifferent options,™ Southgate

-explained. "Originally, we talked about moving Carrie to a cemetery. But,

you ought to consider cremation, too;" Southgate paused and thought for

a moment. "I could scatter the ashes here on the farm while you're gone. That
way, you'd still keep your word to Carrie to bring her back to the farm.‘At
- the same time, for Soots! sake, the grave would disappear. You'd keep your
word to her, too,™

Gleamer hesitated, thrown off balance. When he spoke, his words

were drawn out. "Well, Carrie didn't object to cremation. I just hadn't
thought of it before.® He brushed back the shock of unruvly hair from his
forehead. Southgate sat rock still. After a few moments consideration, Gleamer
nodded. "I like the idea, Brax. Frankly, I was uneasy about Carrie, I felt

I was just kicking her out. I'd feel better with her ashes here."

Southgate sighed inwardly. "It'sa nice solution all around,” he
’agreed and smiled at Gleamer. He reached for a folder. "Just sign here,"
he said haﬁding a paper to the soon to be married widower. He pointed to a

line with a small "x® marked beside it.
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Gleamer took the pen and carefully signedbhis name,

"Thattll do it," Southgate said.

"You're a good friend, Brax," His tone lightened. "Now, let's

have some soup and sandwiches.!

Southgate returned to his townhouse in late af‘ternoon buoyed by
Gleamer's accepiance of his new arrangements, With the successful beginning
of the tunnel, ;ne'd_ forged ahead, Until then, he'd been prepared to forget
Elvis, if ne'cessary, and have the college president merely sign the power of attorney
te tramefer his wife's body to another cemetery, Now, Carrie would help
“him,

.Southgabe settled down at his desk and removed from his briefcase
the legal paper Gleamer had signed. He made a very detailed inspection. Everything

had to be right, Once Gleamer left on his honeymoon, he'd be out of contact

for two months,

When he found everything. in ordér, 2 great wave of relief swept
oﬁer Southgate.

His next move was to telephone IN. He hoped she hadn't left for
the Trimbles' house yet. Tz}e receiver was picked up on the fourth
ring.

"Hello." The woice was mslodious,.
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"Hi. Can you come over?®
"Are you lucky. I was just walking out the door.".
"On your way to the Trimbles?"
"Non-stop,"
"Drop by for a few minutes, There's no need for you to be tﬁere
before dark really.”
"See you shortly."
Southgate had bareiy hung up when his doorbell rang. LN was wearing
her wig. He ushered her into the den.,
"I didn't expect to see you in that," Southgate said, sitting at his desk again,
'"Why, I’m-gefting used to it," LN replied good naturedly.
"It makes you look different."
"All the better to fool people with." She laughed. She sat down in an easy chair,
The lines beside Southgatefs eyes crinkled. "I saw you jogging on
campus this mofning as usual, earphones and all, That's great. It's important
for ﬁs to keep our normal routines. as much as possible.®
"Elvie still needs his exercise."
"I'd like to falk to you about Elvie," Southgate‘said.
LN eyed him carefully, She never knew quite what to expect these
days. Southgate read her suspicions. Then, suddenly, a pixieish expression
fanﬁed out across her face and she giggled, "Do you want him to bury his bones

in the tunnel?"
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"I want to use him, but not that way," Séuthga‘oe replied
straightfaced.

"How then?" LN was serious again.

"I want to train him for a role later on when we contact the
television networks." Southgate brought out a small black suede bag from
a desk drawer, He handed it to LN, "I want to teach him to retrieve
that."

IN fondled the bag, "How soon?"

 "Two weeks, say." His voice had a questioning tone. "We've twenty-
e‘ight days left until the Trimbles return."

M1l the tunnel be done in two weeks?"

'Sou’c.hgate rested an arm on the desk., He thought for a2 moment, then
said cautiously, "Togo thinks we can dig out about three feet an hour if
the texture of the soil doe sn"£ change, He worries more about the shoring.
That seems to go slower.”

“It's like painting a house," LN put in., "The flat work goes fast, It's |
the trim that seems interminable."

"Well put." His eyes were pale, like watery diamonds. He would have
loved a nap before starting work on the tunnel again. "How about Elvie2"

"We can try."

"Good. Take him with you to the Trimbles. I see nothing wrong with

that. You can work with him in their back yard."
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- "The sooner I geﬁ,started, the better, of course.™

Southgate nodded. He changed the subject. "Togo and I will

be coming out in my car tonight. Gershon wanted his van. We'll park in

the shopping center lot and walk over to the house,"

"What time?"®
"As soon as its dark."

IN stood and walked over to Southgate. She gave him a light peck

on the cheek. "See you then," she said, The bag dangled from her hand.



Chapter Twenty-five

That night, the first hour's digging went well again, They advanced
three feet as Togo pradicted.

Togo worked the lance and Southgate the muck dispenser. IN kept
watich on the circuit breaker box and the pool. The first section of power
- line was strung along the tunnel roof. Southgate hammered a nail half way
into a support frame and clamped a small, portable floodlight %o it.

D lumination filled the passage. The fan was brought to the entrance
and turned on., The air inside had~becomé dank, Southgate checked the drain
and found it handling the run-off efficiently.

Togo took a compass reading, then started the lance again, His direction
was straight ahead now with five feet of topsoil above him,  The stream of water
, cut into the dirt and spatiered mud on him, As he moved, his shadow, a distorted
and grotesque form from the floodlight behind him, plaved on the walls, Water
squished beneath his knees as he knelt to keep his head from hitting the
roof,

It was a miserable place to work,

2l
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Two hours later Togo had dug away another six feet. ‘,He emerged
from the tunnel cramped and wet while Southgate sucked up the remaining
mick. Southgate, too, was stiff and watery.

"Jesus, it's confining in there," 'fxe moaned as he crawled out
into thé basement,

"Think we'll ever get used to it?" Togo questioned.

"ife'll endure," Southgate replied., "But we'll never get used to
itl"

Togo dried himself with a towel, "It's eleven-fifteen," he said rubbing
his face.l "That's your pleasure?™

"Aré you tired?"

"No.!

"let's keep going then, I'1ll work the lance for a while."
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"How about me?" IN put in,.
"Te need you. You must keep an eye on things out here,! Southgate
said. "We can't hear anything in the tunnel but ourselves.*

MA11 right. But, how about the lights? I think I should turn the

ones upstairs off, ‘It's late "

"I do too," Togo said.

- Southgate locked around the room., "The basement should be blacked oute:
We should have a covering over these windows so no one can peek in,"

"Let me look around,” LN said. She climbed the stairs as Southgate and
Togo re-entered the immpel. In her bedroom, she.found the answer, She'flipped
back the spread of her bed and picked up the pillows. As‘an afterthought,
she removed the cases,

In the Trimbles' bedroom, she garnered one more since there were
three basement windows, Her arms full, she flicked the light switch with
one finger. As she descended through the houss, she did the same with lights
along the way until she was back in the cellar zgain.

She paused for breath. She measured a ﬁinddw with her eye and then .
look at the pillows, They appeared to be the same size. It would be nice,
she thought, if the pillows are just a little larger. She walked over to

he‘élosest window and thrust the edge of a pillow onto its ledge. Then,

stretching up ¢a her toes, she stuffed it a2gainst the pane.
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The fit was smug. She heaved a sigh of relief ahd »repe'a’oed
the act at the two other windows. Then she pulled the shade that was
already on the door.

That should do it, she thought to herself.

IN inspected the circuit breakerf box and the drain im the utility room, then
- checked the water level in the pocl. The hum of the motors was the only
sound. but.it:wasn!t loud. For the first.time, IN: realized how noisy and
-smelly gaspline engines would have been.

Définitely not suitable, she thought.

The sleds carrying _the pumps a.pd motors were right at the tunnel
entrance now and - would soon be inside, Fumes from a gasoline operated
pump would have only added to the misery.

IN sat domn on the steps. In time, ler chin fell forward and she dozed
until iﬁ was time for her next tour of indpection., Finally, the two men
crawled from the tunnel., They saw the pillows. "Masterful inproﬁ.sation,'*
Southgate told her. Togo nodded agreement. |

; "Yeah, but whé,t do I sleep on2" she asked, "Why not cut : plywood
.covers?"
"I'1l do them tomorrow afternoon," Togo said. IN smiled in

approval, "Shall we close down?" he asked, turning toward Southgate.

IN glanced at her watch. It was one-thirty.
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"It'd say we've.done a good night's work," Southgate replied,
"let's call it quits, We'll begin tomorrow nigh£ vwith the shoring."

Togo hesitated. "Brax, maybe we're
tempting fate., ¥aybe we're chancing a caﬁe-in by leaving the roof without
shoring for a whole day." |

Southgate rubbed his eye as he weighed the situation. He knew
everyone was tired. It would take at least another hour to put wp shoring.
His face hardened. "I appreciate your warning, Togo," he said. "But, it's
late and we're sleepy, Iet's take the gamble and stop."

"You're the boss," Togo responded.,

Nineteen hours passed,ALN met Southgate and Togo at the door
wnen they arrived on foot from the shopping center parking lot. Under his arm,
tégo carried three neatly ¢ult pieces of plywood to blackout the basement windows,

IN wore a big smile, "The tunnel is still there," she informed them
happily. "It didn't fall in,®

"Then Let's get to work," Southgate said.

He and Togo quickly changed into their workihg cl *hes, Mie've a choice
now,"Togo said as he pulled on his boots, "Should we dig out another eight

feet or put up shoring?®

_ Across the room, IN blackesd out the windows,
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"My God, Togo, rr{ake up your mind," Southgate jibed. "Lasi night
you feared the tunnel would collapse without shoring. Now you want to
~ go another eight feet.”

n74's the overlapping of the plre."ood sheets, Brax," Togo repln.ed
calmly. "We need twelve feet to do that. Each one oi‘ them is e;eht feet
long, you know."

Do you think the dirt will hold off collapsing just because
we're in the tunnel?" Southgate asked.
Togo's voice.hardsned a fraction. "You gambled last night.”

wje weren't in the tunnel then."

.Togo' shrugged. "0.K, - let's put up the shoring," .. -.-

IN watched them. She'd seen them dispute issues bef‘ore, as only
close friends can, without rancor, Now, they turned their full attention
to carrying the shoring into the tunnel, They slipped through the entrance
into the desper darkness Ahead, they could see the floodiight fall on the
grayish dirt. The air was sticky.

Southgate, who was in the lead, twisted his head back over a
shoulder and yelled to :‘fogo. n1Pell IN to turm on the fan," Then, he
started forward again, dragging & suppordie.Soon, he felt the air begin
to circulate.

Southgate leaned his support against the face of the tunnel and

started back out. He met Togo bringing in another support.
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"let's only put up two suoports," Southgate said. "Theyijy

hold the plywood sheet until we've dug farther and are ready to over-
lap,."

"Fine,"

The pl;l,r\-'f‘ood'came next. It was more difficult and cumbersone than -
either had expected. Southgate could feel the sweat on his back. "This
is a bitch," he muttered. Togo heard him, but made no response. For the
first time, he had doubts that the two of them could dig the tunnel
alone.,

They leaned the plywood against the last eight feet of wall,
"0,K.," said Southgate. He gulped a breath of air. "lLet's roll
the plyﬁood over, i'll hold it uwp and you slip the first sujpport under."

Togo nodded. The working space was small, Both men were on their
knees. With great effort they bristed the plywood shest until it was
over them, then manuevered it into place. Togo dropped one arm and
auickly pulled the support into place. Southgate scrambled forward.
pushing the plywood higher as he went.

"Is it holding at your end," he shouted to Togo.

15¢i1l upright," Togo replied.

"Can you get a nail in 2f I hold it straight up from here?"

"Give me a few seomnds," Togo answered. He reached in his pocket
with one hand and pulled out #he nail, He thrust iﬁ between his lips, Then

he picked up ths hammer from the tunnel floor,
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Southgate's arms began to weakem. He felt them grow numb as
the blood-left. He gritted his teeth anci pushed up again, »praying
he wouldn't get 2 cramp. Then he heard Togo give the nail several light
taps and finally drive it home with heavy blows.

Southgate lowered the sheet slowly until it rested on his head,
Then he dropped his arms. Togo crawled up br—zside him. "We'd better put
a nail'into the next support, too, temporarily," he said. Southgate iifted
his arms and pushed the plywod againet the dirt roof. Togo slipped the
support in place and nailed.

"That was dammed difficult," Southgate said, dropping his arms
“again.,

"Do you think IN could help?" Togo asked.

"She can try.".

"Well, let's cut out the next four feet and ihen see "

The soil continued to fall away easily. In just over an hour, they'd
drilled andther four feet. Southgate pulled out his cormpass, steadied it, and
took a reading. |

"Still on course?" Togo inquired.

"Straight as.an arrow," Southgate replied, slipping the instrument

back into his pocket, He sighed. "Let's try overlapping the plywood,"
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Outside again, Togo and Southgate stacked several supports near
the entrance. As they worked, Southgate called to IN, "I want you to go
into the tunnel with us. We need your help with the shoring,"

IN locked her eyes on him and shivered Envoluntarily. "let me
change this," she protested, pinching the blouse she wore with her bluejeans. -
'T've got an old sweater upstairs."

"How about your feet?"

"I bought a pair of old boots. They'll protect me;"

By the time she returned, the plywood was in the tunnel. Southgate
grabbed a support. "Come on," hé said to her. "Fodlow me,"

IN, a shower cap over her hair, stooped low and cautiously crossed
the entrance threshold. She looked back once, then stepped forward. God,
it's like being buried alive, she thought,

"Still there?" Southgate shouted without looking arocund,

"Right behind you," |

The floodlit area up front was wet and slippery. Near the face, water
still dripped from the newly cut roof. The going was hard and the closeness
oppressive. For a moment, IN fought panic. Then, she became calm again, She
look back. Togo waé bringing up a support. He leaned it against one side and
came forward.,

"Cozy, isn't it," he said, A drop of water fell on his forehead. One of

his legs slivped sideways on the slimy mude His arm flew out and he braced himself

agairs t the wall. IN reached out to steady him, Mud splattered her cheek. She made

no effort to wipe it off.
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Southgate touched her shoulder. She turned. "See that last
swport," he said, pointing. She nodded. "We're going to take it down
and slip in another layer of plywood, Half of‘it will cover new tunnel.
Half.of it will overlap the piece already up."

"Sounds tricky," IN said, her anxiety increasing.

"Our problem is iack of space, We don't have much room to maneuver,"
southgate answered darkly. He looked at Togo. "Ready?"

Togo raised his hand, his fingers and thumb in the form of an O, and
slopped over to the suppbrt.

"IN, you get on the other side of him and hold the plywood up,"
Southgate directed her. "When Togo drops the support, 1'l1l slide the second
piece ing"

LN moved cautiously, her feet slipping and sliding in the guck. The
second she was in place, Togo yanked out the nail and banged the supbort against
the wall. LN felt the weight over her increase. She struggled to hold the
plywood steady. Southgate quickly'pplled fhe second section of plywood toward
him. He jammed it against the face of the tunnel,

"Pick up your end," he yelled to Fogo.

Together, the two men heaved the section abowve their heads.

"Watch your hands," Toge shouted to LN as they struggled forward.

The warning came too late, The edge of the second section smashed into
her knuckles., She staggered as pain shot through her fingers. Togo stumbled

forward, holding up both pieces.
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"Get the support up," he yelled to her. She scrambled by him
on her knees, her eyes watering., She snatched the wooden frame and pitched
it out into the tunnel béhind him, "Wedge it inl! VWedge it inl!" Southgate
insiructed her, A

Almost by reflex she pushed the support against the plywood. Togo
felt the tension ease. He turned and helped her slam the svpport into place.
"How's your end?" he cried out to Southgéte.

"I'm0,K, Nail it horme up there,

Scuthgate half crouched, was afrsid to move, 4lmost all feeling was
gone from his arms.Reld on damn it, he muttered to himself. A bead of sweat
trickled down his neck and tickled his skin, He had a desperate -desire to
scratch,

The sharp sound of Togo's hammer ecﬁoed through the passage.

As soon as it stopped, Southgzte shouted,"Dowvn here. Bring a
support down here." His boGy quiv8r$d s every muscle taut with agomny. His
- vision blurred and dizziness swept over him, He heard Togo call to LN, “Eelp
Brax;"

IN pushed the plywood against the roof. Togo slipped the suppord
in flush with the face of the tunnel and nailed it in place. He locked back,
The far end of the board.had bowed away from its companion. He walked, duck-

like, to the trouble and nailed them together.
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Souihgate dangled his arms and squeezed his fingers as he
sat in the md, his legs stretched out in front of him and his back against
the tunnel, "We're going to have to make some changes," he said, gasping
for air. "We can't go through this everytime we re-enforce the roof,."
IN sucked the scratches on her knuckles, Togo came up beside
her. |
"It almost got away from us, Brax," he said impassively.
Southgate nodded. "We've got to have. more ‘muscle," he said.
"Someone like Gershon," IN put in. |
A stillness settled on them. Togo and Southgate glanced at each
other, Both realized that Gershon Wingo was made to order for their needs.
He was big and he was strong. His strength would make featherweights of
the plyboard,
At length, LN broke the silence., "If you need me, I'm willing +o
work in the tunnel," she said.
"You're a help," Southgate said. "But you're still not enough.!
Togo peered into the dimness. As wet and miserable as he felt, he
wanted to continue., "It would be a shame to give up now," he said, "I'11
talk to Gershon if you want me to.m"
Southgate beamed. "What are the_chances he'll come aboard?" he
-asked.
"We're not in a position to weigh them," Togo replied. '"We Simply

take the risk,"
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"You're right," Southgate said. He let out a little chuckle.
"If we get him, we'll also get his van. That will be handy, too."

He paused, then his voice became firm. "Talk to him," he told

Togo.

"Check,"

"What do we do the rest of the night?" LN asked,

"What we apparently do best," Southgate replied. "Dig,"

"We could go another nine or ten feet before we ~uit," Togo
said.

'“Ye ﬁeed that kind of room to work amyway," Southgate said,.. "Wer]l
always have to be. ten or tiwelve feet shead of the shoring, We can't avoid it."
He looked at Togo and smiled wrly. "You were right," he said.

i1l you still need me in the tunnel?" LN asked.

"You can go back into the basement)" Southgate told her.

IN put her hand against fﬁe vall and pushed herself up. S}ouching,‘

she moved toward the entrance. Togo and Southgate checked the shoring

again., For good measure, Togo drove several extira nails throwgh the supports
into the plywood. Then, they moved the pumps desper into the tunnel.

"T111- talk to Gerhson tomorrow," Togo said,

"As early as you can., We'lliineed him first thing," Southgate reminded

him,
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Togo opened the lance., Its small preSSurized'stream of water tore
into the face of the tunnel, The dirt fell away as pulverized mush. A
half hour passed. Togo turned off the lance. "I've got to take a break,"
he said.

"I might as well go with you," Southgate said.

They guiped in the fresh air of the basement. Togo took off his
rubber boots and went upstairs in his stocking feet. As his footsteps faded,
LN turned to Southgate, "I worked with Elvie for an hour with the bag before
dark."

"How'd it go2"

"Good. At the end he actually found it and brought it back to me once,
Of courses, it could have been purebcoincidence."

Togo came back down the steps carrying a small camp stool, "I found
this in the back hall," he gaid. He unfolded it and sat down. "I don't see
why we can't use this in the tunnel, It will make working the lance more
comfortable,"

"I agree," Southgate said., "Bring it along."

' Togo -awoke early the next morming, anxious to Seek out Gershon,
If he had any qualms about the approach, the stiffness in his legs and
the ache in his back quickly dispelied ‘them. Although it was only seven-

fifteen on a Saturday morning, he picked up the phone and dialed.
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"He.llé," a sleepy vnice answered on the sixth ring.

"Gershon, this is Togo."

"Jesus, Togo, it's barely dawn.n

"Come on, you big bear, it's almost seven-thirty."

"So ? It's Saturday,."

"T have to talk to you. How about bréak_fast? The meeting might change

. your whole life," |

"For better or for worse?!

"Don't be so particular."” He paused and thought a moment. "Meet
me at The Huddle in forty minutes. I'1l buy you as many eggs #s you
wante"

"Is The Huddlé open on Satuﬁay?"

"It's open around the:clock., Come on, get oﬁt of bed."

"A1l right, Togoe. Only for you."

The phone clicked in Togo's ear. He hung up gently and dressed. The
Huddle was a college hangout 'which he knew would be deserted on a Saturday
morning. He'd already ordered coffee when Gershon arrived.

"Look, if you want to use my wan égai.n, itt's yours," Gerhson said, lowering him-
self.into. the booth. "lI’c isn't necessary to buy me breakfast. Especially
on a Saturday morning." |

"It isn't the wvan, it,"s a lot more," Togo said seriously. "If you

‘agree to the rest, the van will be inclunded automatically,".
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Gershon studied his close friend. What's this all abouf, he
tkought, curiously tmsettled. He waited for Togo to continue. But the
wéitress, a grandmotherly type with purple tinted hair, intervened.
"Would you like to order?" she asked, setting a glass of water in front
of him, |
Gershon hesitated a moment, Togo said, "l've already ordered,"
Then he went ahead. "I'd like the steak plate with eggs, over easy, and
the hash browns. Also a side order of grits.," | ' |
"Coffee?"
"Yes, ma'tam, The sooner the Eetter.*
The'waitresé left and returned immediately with a glass coffe: pot.
Steam rose from the liquid as she poured. When she'd gone, Togo leaned
~forward, "I don't know exactly how to start," he said, "This is ticklish."
"Are you in trouble2" Gershon broke in.
"Not in thextqﬁée Yyou mean, . lLet's say I could use your help in
a troublesome situation.“'
| Gershon's eyes softenéd. "T owe you one. I told you that in
Nam," |
"This is more complicated than just returning a favor," Togo
explained. "It's not something I have a right to ask you to.do blindly.
You're entitled to refuse,”
Togo could see Gershon's mind churning, His ezpression hadn't changed,

but his eyes had. They were wider and hore alert. Togo took a sip of

coffee while he thought.
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Foria few moments, he had memories againbof Viet Nam, Not of
the fighting. Togo hadn't been a part of it, He'd gone there in the
summer of 1972 with a team of geologists for a small, but highly respected,
exploration firm, the Opal 0il Well Company of Denver, to follow up quietly

on reports of significant oil reserves along the South Viet Nanm

coastline, Opal was subcontractor to a large French-American consortium,
which in reality was dominated by one of America's largest oil companies,

The war was out of control by then, Sarah had fought his departure, e ven

though the wventure was only for three months and his pay almost equaled a

year's salary at Delta. She was more interested in her husband being alive and
poor than dead and fich. The differences had been a further strain on their
marriage, perhaps, in retrospect, the point of no return.

The team was assured that the areas in which it worked were secure,
They weren't, as it turned out. Nothing was. Togo and the others were under
frequent sniper fire and harrassment by Viet Cong guerrillas, Finally, after
much diCkering, a squad of American soldiers was detailed to guard the
geologists. Among them was Corporal Gershon Wingo, a Eig, miscular man
who held the argy wrestling championship and who, Togo discovered, also liked
to paint and wés gentle as a lamb,

Gershon and Togo, toeach other's amazement, became fast friends. But
the episode which cemented their relationship forever éame on a moonless nighﬁ

when Gershon was ambushed by guerilias on his way to the latrine.
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The geologists had just established a base camp in a new
section north of Cam Ranh Bay, Togo heard the commotion and rushea
to help. Together, he:and Gérshon, beat off the Viet Cong. Togo always
thought there were only three guerillas, Gershon insisted there were more
and credited Togo with saving his life.

The coffee aroma twitched Togo's nostrils. He éould feel Gershon's
eyes boring in. Togo knew the big man trusted him. He'd brought him to Delta
after Nam. "As I said, Gershon, I'll understand if you rebuff me," Togo .

repeated.
"I think you're frying to convince me of it before I even
hear your offer," Gershon said,‘meaning it.

"Good God, no," Togo exclaimed. "Without you, I don't think we can
continue."

"fhat is it then?" Gershon insisted,

"Let me explain it all," Togo said and launched into #is account,

Gershon's»eyes became wider as Togo talked. He sat dead-still,
spellbound. Christ Jesﬁs; he kept muttering under his breath as he hesa
the flow of Togo's words. When Togo stopped, he said, astounded, "I never
even suspected.”

"Ye hope no one does," Togo retorted. "But, you understand now the
dangerous gams we're in,"

Gershon nodded. Suddenly, he no longer saw his close friend as a
placid professor, but in a new light as somewhat of a twentieth century

free booter and buccaneer,
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"I want to help," Gershon said. His voice trembled with
excitment.

"T4's settled then." Togo took another swallow of coffee, by
now lukewarm. | |

“What'é my first mission?" Gershon asked.

"To eat a big breakfast," Togo replied. "We need all the strength

you can muster,"

I SEEE SEREEt



Chapter Twenty Six

Southgate was out of bed as early as Togo and Gershon. After a
quick breakfast of melon, a sweetroll and coffee, he drove to the parking
lot across from Graceland. From there, he called IN to pick him up.

"I'm ready to talke another step," he said after he was settled into
his seat in her red Triumph. "Let's drive around some while I explain
il

LN pulled up %o U.S. 51 and stopped to wait for a break in the
traffic, When it came, she turned south and roared away.

"Any word on Gershon?" she asked, once in the crulsing gear.

"Togo's at breakfast with him. It'll have been decided one way
or the other by the time we get back,"

| "Is that why you wanted to take the drive?"

"Partly. Also to get out in the fresh air and sunshine.some., If
Gershon agrees to help, we'll spend alot time in that tunnel this week-
end." |

IN slowed for a traffie light but &s she neared, it turned green.
She resumed speed. The car moved smoothly. It was aging but well kept,
the engine sounds in perfect symchronization.

"Gershon would make a big difference," she said.

260



261

Southgate added his thought. "A human hydraulic jack, I'd
say." He gazed out of the window at the tall southern pines as the car
streaked along. They reached the crest of a hill and dipped down through
.the hollow.

At length, Southgate half turned toward IN. '"We have to keep lookirg
ahéad," he said., "It's time to order our frequency hoppers. We can't wait
until the last minute to do it."

"But we won't need them until the tunnel is done.™

"Ne've got to avoid any delays in shipping. It would be foolhardy
to wait until the tunnel_is dug,."

"] agree withvthat," IN replied, her gyes still- on the road ahead.
"T thought we could posipone the order a few more days though.”

nTtd rather not," Southgate said.

A1l right. What's the modus operandi?" LN asked.

"I4 calls for another disguise, Can you raid the school drama
department again? Ybu'll’need another wig and a cane. Also an old lady's
dress." |

1IN laughed. "Brax, you'll have me playing so many roles, I won't
know the real me any longer."

"IN,you're a good actress. None of us could do it half as well

as you cCanen

"y an old woman?"

"People never suspect them," Southgate replied evenly.
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"Is the make-up a one time dezl?™
"More. Perhaps three at the most,"
"I should join the actors! union," IN quipped,
Southgate shifted in his seat. "Here's the way I see it, We'll
order the hoppers directly from the maker, Lew Karickhoff & Company, in
a tom up north. Kemnsington, Maryland, I think. The address is in my wallet.
We'll pay by money order. Or,rather, by several money orders., We'll need a half
a dozen. I think its best fo order them sepgrately so one large purchase doesn't
stand out. We'll use mail~drops for delivery,"
"Six different ones?" LN interjected.
"At least three. There are numerous telephone answering services
in,tbwn. They all double as mail-drops for people., They charge about twenty dollars
a month,"
"Brax, if we?re going to that; it might be a good idea to send three
or four other boxes, phoney ones, to the same adresses.‘Then, the frequency
hoppers wouldn't stand out.so much."
"Good idea,™
"What do I do today?®
“Get‘the orders off, The banks are open until noon.. Specify delivery
by United Parcel. If all goes wéll, we should have them in a week. When you

think about it, that's none to soon."
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"Couldn't I register with the ansﬁering services today,‘too?"

"If they're open, Otherwise do that on Monday. If it takes a personal
visit, you'll have to have yovs disgnise on first,"

"Check,"

Southrate settled back. The warmth of the sun's early rays slanting
through the windshield felt good on him, For a few minutes, he enjoyed it,
then glanced sideways toward IN. "We should turn around," he said,

‘"Yes, I'm anxious o hear about.Gershon.,"

Just as IN's car reached the intersection of U.S. 51 and Dolan
drive the light changed to red. is they sat waiting, the motor idling,

a blackiDodge van wheeled into the left lane of the highway heading south and

turned in front of them on an early green.

Southgate shot up in his seat. "That's Gershon's," he cried out
excitedly, "I séw Togo sitting on this side."

LN raced the engine. "Come on light, change," She tapped her
fingers on the sieering wheel, anxiously. The second the light switched to

green she blew her horn even though the three cars in front of her began

to move immediztely.
"Nervous?" Southgate asked.

"Excited. Like you are. The van has to mean that Gershon's joined

up with use.!
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‘The red Triumph scooied around the corner, LN rapidly shifting
its gears. She sped byla half a dozen houses and made a quick turn into
the driveway., The van was already there. Togo peered out at them, a broad
smile on his face. Gershon leaned overlhim and Waved jauntily,

"I hear you need help." His voice was a loud whisper.

IN and Southgate climbed out of her car, like fogb, all smiles.

Togo leaned out his window, "We'd better pull the van into the
garage," he said casually. "There are some things in the back to unload."

| LN disappeared into the house and a few moments later the heavy
grinding sound of the garage door rolling upward greeted them. Gershon switched
on the van engine and eased into the space ahead of him. LM, standing a few
feet away, pushed the activator button and the doof siid down again,

‘When Gershon stepped from the van, LN ran to his side and threw
her arms around him."Oh, we're sc glad to see you." She gave him a tight
squseze, Southgate followed with a bear hug around the neck. Gershon grinned
good naturedly.

"Togo's very persuasive," the big man said.

They ‘all laughed happily. Southgate glanced at his watch. It.read
ten—fifteen,vHe‘began'to calculate the possibilities. If all went well, they
could dig through another forty feet by Sunday night. He turned to Togo. "ihat's
in the van?" he asked.

"The model, Some éupports. Mbre plywood. A couple of card tables.'

"Tzt!'s unload," Southgate said.
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The card tables weré set up side by side and pushed back against
the wall several feet to the left of the tunnel entrance. The model was
placed on them. Togo ran a strip of brown wrapping paper along the front edges
abd withva heavy red marker indicated the distance .they'd.already gone,

| "We'll record our progress here," he said.

Gershon stooped -down and peeked into the passage. After a few
seconds, he turned znd looked up.at Southgate standing nearby. "Thank God,
I'm not claustrophobic," he said thoughtfully.

1

nop anti-social," Southgate came back with a chuckle. "We're really
in each other's hip pocket in .there. M.

Togo came forward. "With four of us, maybe we can dig and put up
shoring at the same time," he said.

Southgate'pondered his answer. "Perhaps at times we could," he
said agreeably. "IN could clear away the muck. But shs has other
responsibilities, too. Most of ‘today she'll be ordering the freguency
hoppers,! | |

"Maybe tomorrow then," Togo replied.
Southgate nodded.

The supports and plywood sheets were unloaded. and stackedvneatly
in the basement..Togo checked the water level in the pool. "I'm going to
change into my work clothes,” he said and disappeared into the utility

o0,
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"How about you, Gérshon?"
"Mine are still in the wan. I'1l get them."
Séuﬁhgate followed Togo into the utility room, When all of them
were ready, they entered the tunnel in single file with Gershon in the
middle. Southgate checked the shoring as thev moved along, "It's holding
up fine," he ezide
"Our trouble is gcttihg the plywood into placey Toge told Gerskon. He reached up.
up and hit the roof with his hand. |
Gershon. viewsd the area., Be walked forward and knelt on one
knée. Then he Spread his arms and pressed"his“palms,againstfthe plyboard. .

He looked like Atlas holding up the World.'Finally, he dropped his arms and
turned to his companions. | | | ‘

"Once under the plywood, I can hold it up alone, I'm sure of that,"
he said. "The problem is to get my leverage," |

"Brax and I could éach hold an end while you crawled under the middle,"
Togo said. "We could jam in the supports while you held the sheet up.e ™

Gershon thought for a moment. "That should work," he said at last.

Togo turned to Southgate., "What's your choice? Cover the exposed
area with shoring or dig aﬁother ten feet first.?®

Southgate hesitated. He was sorely tempted to dig first. But, in the
end, caution prevailed. "We'd better put up the shoring," he said. "That
.area-has teen roughed out now for tsn hours.! Hs pointed 4o the shoring

overhead. "I know we left this part exposed for twenty four hours and made

it. But I don't think we should do it again. The soil's too porous,"
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Togo remained silent. As a geologist, he was convinced after
Thursday night that a cave-in was remote. He would have reversed’ the
sequence, confident that the dirt overhead would hold. He smiled inwardly.
He wondered what Southgate's attitude about the soil's porousness would
have been if they'd been shoveling out the tunnel by hand., He might have
reevaluated the soil's toughness when blisters covered his fingers. The
hydraulic lance was deceptive. It made the soil appear weaker than it
really was. |

Togo moved back toward the entrance,followed by Gershon, to get
the shoring. Southgate watched them, the floodlight reflecting off of his
forehead. Finally, he made his own way to the opening. He waited there
- for Togo to hand him two supports, then he disappeared into the dimness
dragging the U-shaped wooden frames behind him. Togo and Gershon followed
with the plywood.

' Southgate leaned the supports against the wall. Then he and Togo
lifted the piywood sheet into place against the ceiling. Gershon, half
walking, half crouching, moved in underneath and knelt. He spread his arms
ahd pressed his hands against the wood., |

"0kah. Let go," _he yelled. |

The plywood didn't budge. Southgate and Togo quickly pushed the

supports in place and nailed them. .The operation had been flawless, The

three men were jubilant. A muffled cheer drifted out into the basement.
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Southgate turned on the pumps, "Let's move ahzad," he
shduted crisply.‘His manner was that of a man whose problem had
been solved. Togo took the lance and sat down on his camp stool,

Gershon looked at Southgate.

"¥hat do you want me to do?" he asked.

"Two things. fhere's.a circuit breaker box in the wtility room. Check on the
wires reriodically.” Gershoﬁ noddéd. "Secondly, it's time to bring in cur
-air hose., It's against the wall on the far side of the baéement. dttach it
to the fan and run it in along the ceiling,"

"Gotcha,™

The corrugated plastic hosé Gerhson found was cut in ten foot
sections, It was four inches in diameter, pliable and used in households
for the exhaust pipe on clothes. dryers, Gershon handled it as thovgh it were
licorice candy. He looped it up from the fan and inside the entrance, where
he afixed it to the plywood with strips of heavy plasiic tape.

As Gershon moved deepmr into the tunnel, it looked like an undulating
- white caterpillar was following him.

The cooler air was like a light trade wind when it reached the inner
tunnel, Togo felt it immediately. on his back. "Hey, that feels good,™
he shouted back &hrough the passage. Gershon heard him as he moyed'along
checking the hose.

Southgate put his face in front of the opening for a few

geconds,
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Soon, he returned to sucking up the muck. Togo had removed
his ©oots and set them on the sled holding the big pump. The dirt and
water s&irled around his ankles as the stream from the lance bore into
the surface ahead of him,
Southgate sloshed around him, hose in hand, like a housewife
with her portable vacuum cleaner: Gershon watched for a time, then left
to inspsct the. circuit breaker box,"
"Check the drain, too," Southgate yelled over his shoulder.
Gershqn returned a few'minuteé later to report everything was
functioning properly. Afte: a time, Southgate stripped to the waist., He
was hot despite the fan. Later, Togo did€ the same.
They worked for three more hours, Both stripped to théir ﬁndsrshorts, then
continued for three more hours, diggiﬁg and putting up shoring.
"I feel like a shriveled up prune," Togo said when he finally
shut dovm the pump operating the lance.
Southgate continued to clean up the muck for several more
minutes, then cut off his pump. Togo toock another compass reading,
His sixth of the day. |
"Still straight as arrow," he repcrted.
Gershon came up behind them. "IN's back," he said. "She wants to

know about dinner,®
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Southgate glanced at his co-workers, "How long will‘it takek
us the put up the next streich of shoring?"

‘Togo turned to Gershon., "Did she say how long it will take
her to fix the meal?"

| "About an hour, maybe a 1little longer."
"Tell her to go ahead," Southgate said. "We should be through
by then,"

Gershon talked to LN at the entrance to the tunnel, then rejoined
Souﬁhgate and Togo. Earlief, while the.others dug, he'd gasembled the supports
»and plywood needed for the section, He'd also filled in the ‘gaps in the
earlier sections until there was a support every sixteen inches.

"It's beginning to ook 1like a cathedral," Southgate said glancing
back. ‘
o "Or the cloistered walk of a moﬁestary," piped up Togo helpfully,
"Yeah, just look at us," said Gershon. "The ﬁud monks, !

The tunnel was quiet, as if they'd suddenly all taken a vow of
‘silence. Their break was.over. Gershon put his hand under the last sheet

of plywood in place and Southgate knocked out the temporary support. Quickly,
he énd Togo slipped a new section into place and while Gershon steadied it,
new supports ﬁere pounded into place. They then moved on.
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Chapter Twenty-seven

The spicy aroma of pot roast wafted into the utility room as the
men cleaned up for dinner.

"I'm starved," Gershon said as he washed the grime from his
face.

- Togo stuck his head under the faucet. Muddy water ran off into
the sink, Southgate waited anxiously, mud plastered to his forehead,

"Soup's on," IN invited from the top of the Basement stairs.

"Maybe it would be better to eat right here in the basement,"
Southgate said. "Then we could leave the muck on us. We'll Just accumilate
more when we go back in the tunnel tonight,"

"Let's not this time," Togo pleaded, a sympathetic note to his
voice. "LN's gone to some trouble to cook for us, She'd be dis-
appointed if we didn't all sit down together.™

Togo_stepped over .the drain and let the sloﬁ trickle from
a hose wash over his body. SOuthgate took his turn at the faudet. "You're
right,“ he spﬁttered through the mist as water surrounded his head. "We oﬁe
her our company on a Saturday night." He reached out his hand for a towel,
his eyes half closed by water. |

Gershon = handed him - one,- . His vision cleared, Southgate took
- the hose from Togo and bathed his back and chest. "God, it does feel good

to be clean again," he said breezily,
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Upstairs they found the table tastefully set in the kitchen with
matching cloth and‘napkins. "I thought we'd be less conspicuous out
here," she explained, The three men nodded in unison. Southgate pulled
out a chair for her. A large pot roast decorated the middle of the table
with brown potatoes, candied carrots and buttered onions in serving
dishes around it. There was also a basket of hot folls.

"In Wabasha, this was known as a thresher's dinner," Southgate
said jokingly.

"Some spread," Gershon chimed in; He looked at the food, then
said, "Would someone be kind gnough4to pass me the potatoes.?

Southgate reached out for the serving dish and handed it to
him. He turﬁed to IN. "How did it go with the frequency hoppers?"

"The orders are in, three in all., Two hoppers each. I got the
money orders at a bank on the othef side of the airport. I was able to
arrange for mail drops with the answering services by phone."

"What name did you use?" .

ﬁI used three different ones. The Bates Electric company.‘The
East Memphis Radio Club and Razorback Electronics, Inc. ?he'las% one is
coming to an answering service across the river in West Memphis, Arkansas."
IN smiled. "Not bad, eh."

"Perfedt," Southgate said. His voice sounded with praise.
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The table became quiet as the four conspirators ate. Southgate
let the silence gather. At length, he said, "There's somethiﬁg else we
have to settle. That's the way we 're going to move Carrie Wesﬁfall over
here,"

Gershon's mouth stopped chewihg. He was startled. Southgate watched
him, his eyes straight and unblinking. "Hasn't Togo summerized our plans
for you," Southgate asked, turning directly toward him,

"Well, yes," Gershon replied. "But, I don't believe he mentioned
thate"

"It's time to lay it out, then" Southgate said, He explained his
promise to Gleamer and ended with, "He doesn't know, of course, that we're
keeping the body."

"How are we going to get it here, Braxj" Togo asked. "You've
never explained that.® |
e can use the van." He turned to Gershon. "Can't we?"

"Certainly,"

"That's the easy part, of course. The difficult task will be getting

her out of the gro " |

Togo spoke up. "Why not use the hoist on a tow itruck.!

"I could borrow the wrecker from Olson's garage," Gershon said. "The

parts manager is a good friend.of mine., I'm-sure he'd let me use it some night."

"What excuse would yoﬁ give?" IN asked,
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. The others were silent. Gershon sat for a moment and thought. "The
one I like best," he said, "would be to get an old car to tow in., I've
done that before, then workéd on it in the garage. | ’Nothing
unusual that way." |

"So far, it sounds good," Southgate said.

"T vote for it," IN volunteered.

"So do I," Togo said. "I think the idea will work."

Southgate nodded. "That!'s what we'll try then. Gershon will you need
advance notice to get the Olson's tow truck?2"

"A few hours, The garage closes at six o'clock every night during
the week and at noon on Saturday, I'd have to make the arrangements during
the day, then go around and pick it up at closing time."

"fe wouldn't move Carrie until -tﬁe tunnel's done ,"v Southgate said,
"If‘s a relief to know how we're goiné to do it, thoughe A big relief."
He liftnd his glass and took a long drink of water,

Togo turned to IN. "This has been a wonderful dinner,"

"I, too, compliment you," Gershon rsaid. "I'm rejuvenated.®

Not to be outdone, Southgate added his praise. "Just wha'b’ the
docter ordered forvthrt.ae weary workers," he said, He looked first at
Togo, then Gershon. "Can we go on?" |

"Ity ;rv"eady,," said Tc;zgo.

Gershon pushed back his chair and stood up. "I'1l lead the way."
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After the men had returned to the basement, IN cleared the
dishes from the table and loaded the dishwasher. After turning it on
she took the suede bag and went out into the btackyard with Elvie. Night
‘had fallen and she put the dog through his paces in darkness for‘the
first time. Beneath them, the tuspelers were at work again. She listened,

but heard nothing.

The men, took turns operating the lance in the next stretch of
tunnel. This ga&e them all a chance to sit down on the camp stool, without
a doubt the only kalf way comfortable position in the passage for any of
them, They continued to progress at roughly three feet an hour and a little
after ten-thirty that night they passad sixtv feet.

As they moved deeper into the earth, they pulled the pumps behind
them with a thick rope. The heavy wooden undefframes Jumbered through
the mud like sleds withbrusty runmers cutting across mushy ice. Wires
carrying the power for the pumps and floodlight had to be extended constanily,
as did the plastic pipe blowing in the fresh air from the fan.

Stray rocks, a few as large‘as cricken eggs, were tossed into

a burlap bag for removal later.



276

They worked stripped to their sherts again. The raincoats worn
_earlier had become toe warm and uncomfortable., When thejr put uj) the shoring
they donned protective gloves and boots, 'I"hey were a comic sight in their
strange combinations of nudity and covered extremities.
' As they swashed about, their wet bodies glistened in the vaporous
: glow of | the fleoodlight., Mud was everywhere and when 't.hey brushed the sides
of the passage it left its mark on them. No one escaped the water, It splattered
back off ef vthe face of the tunnei as the lance cut forward into the 1oess,' then
dripped from the roof like rows of leaky showers,
The canvas seat of the camp stool became saturated and water squished
about inside their underclothes when'they sat on it. -
The fan became. less effective as the distance between it and their
operatienal leoeatien increased, The air became heavier as they moved on,
- "Should we knock it off?" Toge asked, "We've made good progress.,
We can still get a good night‘s sleep if we quit now,"

Without hesitatiomn, Southgate é.nswei-ed, "Let's close down,™!
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Togo welcomed the words. He began to hum, then sing, "Take my
body, take my soul, Take my body with the rock and roll." Southgate
listened for a moment, then joined in. The lyrice floated through the
tunnel. "Take my body, take control, take my body and make me whole."

Gershon picked up the tune, Southgate hunched over, walked back and
shut down the pumps. The vsinging became louder. Gershon picked up the
words. All three of them were together, "Take my body, take my soul,
take my body with the rock and roll."

With Southgate in the lead, they began to wend their way out of
the tunnel, Gershon was behind him, followed by Togo. AS they neared the
entfance, their voices rose, é combination of euphoria over stopping for
the night and a day's work well done. Outside the portal, they uwabent and
threw their arms around one another, still 'singing.

When the song was over, Togo walked to the model and recorded their
penetration. They'd dug out sixty = four feet. The men spent the hight
on army cots alined against the wall beside the twmel. LN obntinued to live

upstairs in her official role as house sitter,

Sunday dawned gray and c;loudy with the pessibility of rain. The
men were up early. The weather outside made no difference. It would always be the
~same inside the tunnel. Southgate looked over the pile of shoring supports. He
was sure thers were enough for one more day, *“hen they'd have to put together

some more frames at Togo's house. The stack of plywood was plentiful.
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Gershon went inside and took the first compass reading‘of_the'
day, Next several sections werebadded to the hose comnected to the fan
to bring fresh air farther inside the passage, Togo talked Scme
about a second fan farther inside the tunnel later simply for circulation,

Southgate ran the lance first, then Gershon, At mid-morning, IN took
over for the first time, This freed Togo and Gershon to put up shoring.
Southgate ran the muck pump.

LN sat on the camp stool in a pair of cut off bluejeans . and a halter,
plus a bathing cap. The men wore thzir shorts, The earth fell away in front
of ﬁhem as LN played the pressurized water line against it. Next to her
Southgate sucked up the muck and it ruched back through the hose to the
drain, Steadily, they pushed forward, pulling the pumps and wiring with
them, » |

They ate lunch in shifts, first Togo and Gershon, then LN and
Southgate. About four-thirty, IN gave the lance to Togo and went upstairs
to_thé kitchen to prevare spaghetti for dinmer. She chose the Italian dinner
because it would be filling, She pondered making gérlic bread for a few
minutes and then went ahead. We'll all be in the same boat, she thought
to herself,'wa'll all smell of garlicvtcgethér; She remezbered
one morning in Paris years ago. It was early September and she was visting
France with her parents. They were walking near Noire Dame vwhen. the odor’. of
‘garlic permeated the air. Soonm, .a class of thirty school girls marched arcund
the corner in their black skirts and white blouses. A cloud of garlic hung

over them, then faded away as they disappeared down the street.
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LN smiled at the memory as she continued her cooking.
In the tunnel, the pressurized water contimied to eat away the soil.
Gershon crawled into the basement to check the water level in the swimming

pool, then, for good measure, felt the cireuit breaker box, The latter was done

infrequently now. The origindl fear of an electrical fire had disappeared.

He turned the hose leading into the swmming pool on harder. By the

time dinner was over, the pool'would be filled to the brim again.

IN's dinner eased away the stress of the long day and the men returned
to the tunnel gastronomically content and eager to work again.

Southgate wanted to drill another twelve feet, a distance that wWould
take themover the half way mark. Togo ran the lance for an hour. Then, IN
returned and continued the drilling while Togo sucked up the muck. Behind
them. Southgate and Gershon nailed up the shoring.

Two hours later, Southgate tapped her on the shoulder. "Cén you
keep going?" he asked. |

"Could I take a short break?"

Southgate motioned to Gershon, who sat resting on the edge of the
sled holding the lance pump. The big man came forward.

tTake IN's place for a few minutes," Southgate told him.
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L7 turned off the lance and eased off of “he carp stool,
.Gershon sat dowm and pointad “he lance at the face of the *unnel. “he
narrow strea- of water jumwed out nd reeled away the dirt, Inch by inch,
the tunnel lenghtened.

- Water dripped from the roof onto Gershon's head, He wiped a drop

froa his aye and continued to play the stream on the dirt ahead, The ghostly
mist reflected in the rays of the floodlight, dull originally, then
brighter,

Southga*-:e, at.work beside Gershon with the muck hose, noticed the
change first. He nudged his -co-_worker.

"Look,the face is getting lighter."

Gershon leaned forward on his stonl and squinted into the opajue
haze.

"The water!s clearer," he said. A puzz'ed look crossed his face,
"There's less dirt mixed in,®

Southgate slouched badk to Togo, who'd just finished nailing in
a sunpor‘t,; "Can you come up front?" he asked.

"Troublé?"

"Don 't know,"

Togo looked ahead, He mqved in beside Gershon and studied the situation,
"Cut the water," he directed. ‘Hhén the stream stopred, he ﬁent up the tunnel
face and dug in »is fingers. The scraich of his nails told him the answer. He

turned around.
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"Rock," he said.

Southgate and Gershon rushed forward. "How much3" Southgate yelled.

"No way to tell."

"Shite" .

They stood in the muddy slush listening ‘o the water drop, suldenly
aare of their misery, Togo wived the sweat from his face. "Turn the water
on again," he said.

Rivilets streamed down the surface, increasingly cleare-, until the
men could see *the wall of stone. IN came up behind them,

"I'm badc 4" she said,

Bouthgate sptke up. "To a real headache." He pointed in fron% of
them. "Rock, Darm it! Rock."

"Alot?"
Southgate shrugged. "I don't know," he said irritably.
- She persisted. "Can we cut through?!
- Togo " said quickly, "The lance will ea’t it up, but it will be slower
goingi. W¥e've hit an outernpping of sandstone. I suggest we juit for “he
nighte Tomorrow I'll bring in a drill., It might be easier to blow through
it with nitrogen gas,"
"It would. certainly be quicker, wouldn't i1+?" Southgate asked.
"I thiink st

"Time is a factor.”



"Could there‘ be many of these?" LN asked.

"They 're very localized,” Togo said. "There aren't too many around
hex’e; Unfortuna’:ely,. one of them is in our zvay;"

“Is it hard rock?"

"Well, with the tools we ha1re; no; It's sand and gravel cerented
together by iron from ground water.!

LN forced a weary smle. r7e were doing so well.“’

"‘It's been a vory nroductive o davs," So:thgate said., "Let's turn
off the equipuent and comé back fresh tomorrow night." He locked at 1L, "Wetll
leave Ayou here alone tonight," |

They left the tunnel when everything was. in orﬁ_er; In the baserent,
 Togo boought the chart on the model up-to-date. “hey'd gone a total of
roﬁghly. one hundred and six feét. A half hour later, the ga;rage door onened

and the van coasted dovm the drivewzy and into the street. The rest

of the neighborhood was dark, ‘
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Chapter TWenty Eight

Mid-afternoon the next day, Togo and IN drove to the Trimble's
house in the van., In the garage, they unloaded a portable Rock-Splitter
borrowed from the college geology department and together ﬁheeled it into
the tunnel along with a cylinder of nitrogen gas. It was Togo's belief that
the rock barrier they'd encountered would crumble like an oatmeal cookie
- when subjected to a combined force of water and gas of approximately seven
thousand five hundred pounds per sguare inch.

. Initially, using a rotary hammer drill with a carbide bit, he
painétakingly bored dozens of small holes twelve inches deep into the
rock. By the time he'd finiéhed a grid on the face of the tunnel, Southgate
and Gershon arrived. They watched as he inserted the spear of the Rock-
Splitter into the first hole, filled it with water and gas, opened the high
~ pressure value, then withdrew,
"That's it?" Gershon asked bewildered.
Togo nodded.
"But there's no blést," Gershon protested.
Togo turned and smiled. "That's the beauty of it," he said. "It's

noiseless, No one can hear us.™
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Gershon shook his head, Togo continued to insert and withdraw
the spear. Small chunks of rock fell away as he moved, Gershon and
Southgate cleared them away., When the last break was completed, Togo released
the pressure,

"Well, we know it's more than a foot thick," Southgate said philosophically
~as the three men stared‘at the solid sheet of rock still in front of them.,

"Let's take another slice," Togo said.

He got the drill and began boring again, This time, Gershon and
Southgate spelled him. Then the grid was finished, they worked the Rock-
Splitter again, Inside each twelve inch hole, ninety thousand pounds of
pressure exploded without a sound. Another foot broke away,

‘Again, a sheet of rock faced them.

"Jesus,’wonder if it's this way from now on," Southgate lamented.

"That's doubtful," Togo said.

"You keep saying that."

"And,Ivbelieve it. The earth in these parts just isn't that
TOoCcKy " |

"What now?"

"We take another footM

Gershon picked up the drill and began still another series of

borings,
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Progress was slower now, Time appeared to drag, It seemed to
Southgate that they fought for every inch, He longed to eat away the
loess again with the hydraulic lance, mud and all, Doubts filled his
mind about completing the tunnel if the rock persisted. He wanted to
believe Togo when he insisted it wouldn't. Still, Southgate was
uneasy.

Togo saw the fretfulness of his friend. He said,"Brax, be patient
a little longer. Mark my word that suddenly the rock will end and we'1l
be staring at dirt again,®

Southgate took the electric drill from Gershon and continued with
~ the boring. -

"The dirt spoiled us," Gershon said. He rubbed the back of his
neck. "The drilling is tedious, hole after hole."

"This might continue for several more feet," Togo said,

He and Gershon fell silent. They watched Southgate drill, After
a while, Togo relieved him and finished‘the grid. Gershon operated the
Rock—Splitter'firsﬁ, then Soﬁthgate. They saw immediately that more rock
lay beyond. Togo finished ﬁp the bottom half of the grid, then all three
cleared away the split-up pieces.

Southgate began to drill again, He seemed resigned to the rock

now,



286

Togo and.Gershon sat talking on the sled of the lance pump. A
trouble light flashed back in the tunnel, IN approaéhed. "Want some coffee?
she asked.

"I'11 have some," Togo replied.

Gershon shook his head. |

"Slow goin', eh?" IN commented as she unscrewed the top to the
thermos and filled a plastic cup.-

Togo took a swallow, "The boring takes time, How are things upstairs?"

"I've just finished my workoutiwith Elvie, He's getting very good
with the suede bag."

"Once we get through this rock, we'll move fast again., We'll get back
on schedule,!

- Gershon stood wp. "I'11l relieve Brax," he said, walking forward.

Southgate handed him the drill and came back to the sled.

"Coffee?" LN asked.

"It would hit the spot.™

LY poured him a cup. "Anything else?"

"Nothing. Just hope for the end of the rock,"

After a time, Togo took the drill'from Gershon. Then the grid was
done, the Rack-Splitter cut away another foot., Togo shook his head. "Itt!s.
thicker than I thought," he said.

"We've hacked away four feet," Southgate said.
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Gershon picked up the drill and pressed it against the new

surface, It bit in, then spurted forward.

"Hey, something has changed," he yelled. "Something collapsed
[ in there, It went Spongy all of a sudden,”
Togo and Southgate rushed.forward. Togo took the trouble light
from IN and flashed its beam in the hole. "It looks darker at the end,"

he said. "Try another hole," he told Gershona.

Again, the carbide bit ground into the rock, then jumped forward.
"Hot damn,ﬁ Togo yelled. With an effort he calmed himself. and
said, "I'11 bet a thousand dollars there's less than a foot of rock left."
He turned to Gershon. "Shut off the drill."
They crowded around to examine the bit. Southgate flicked a
small piece of dirt off, "Look at this," he séid as a bread_grin spread
across his face. :

Gershon quickly drilled two more holes, then took the Rock-Splitter
and knocked off a.chunk about eight inches square.. LN flashed the beam in
the hole. Southgate reached in‘and scratched, "We've plunged
‘through,” he yelled. "I can feel dirt."He pulled his hand back along the
rock. "Therefs about six inches left. No more." |

Togo stepped up and felt the rock. "fep,"
Gershon began the drill again. The mood in the tunnel changed.
There was a light hearted air about the work again. The grid seemed to go
faster. When it was'finished, Togo took the Rock-Splitter and systematically

blew away one square at a time. The original section of dirt became larger.




288

That a beautiful sight," IN squealed, "I never thought dirt
would look so inviting,"

The rock ended gs suddenly as it began, The rock fell away,
biece by piece, until a solid wall of dirt faced them again. They all stood
in front of it, pawing and probing, until convinced there was no more rock
ahead, |

"The texture Seems the same as before," Togo told them. "No harder,
no softer. Zet's get the hydraulic lance up here."

Gershon pulled the Rock-Splitter back and manuevered it arcund the
pumps, It's rubber tires rolled smoothly over the tunnel floor as ha rushed
it toward the basement. When he returned, Togo had set up the camp stool,
The low, powerful hums of the two pump éngines throbbed through the vassage
again, |

Togo was already stripped to his shorts in anticipation of the mud
and humidity. He sat down on the stool and turned on the lance. The high
pressured stream tore into the loess,

"Eat it, baby, eat it," Togo called out.

 The wet dirt slid to the floor. Soon sludge oozed outward. Southgate
vacuumed it up'with thé muck hose, Everyone kept one eye on the tunnel
face for more rock. But there was none.

After he'd gone three feet, Togo shut off the lance. Southgate and
Gershon shoved the doghouse forward until it was flush against the face,

"Let's call it a night," Southgate said, "Ii's tro-thirty,"
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They started from the tunnel. "That might be the most important

seven feet we ever do," Togo said.
"What about the.Rock-Splitter? Shall we leave it here?" Southgate
asked. : >
"For a few days, yes," Togo respohded. "No one needs it at school."
It was foggy when the van left the garage. As the sound of the motor
faded down the street, IN felt her way along the darkened hall to her

bedroom, She didn't want to risk turning on the lights.

Next door, Bob Rowan sat up in bed. He, too, listened to the motor
fade away’down the sireet. He shéok his wife, Carol. "Someonz just pulled
out of Trimbie's»driveway," he said sleepily. "Should I take a look around
over there?"

His wife glanced at the luminescent dial of the alarm clock on her
dresser. "Honey, it'!'s two-thirty."

"Precisely why I'm asking you," he answered.

"It's the brother of the woman who'!s staying there."

"How do you know?!

"She told us the day she moved in, She said he might come and go at

odd times. Go back to sleep.,'



290

Bob Rowan slipped out of bed and went to the window, He stared
out into the fog.'Seeing nothing, he shrugged. As he slipoed back under
the blanket, his wife said drowsily, "I'1ll go over tomorrow night to see
" her,"

"Good idea," her husband said.

Late the next afternoon, the four conspirators gathered in ILN's
townhouse, The men napped in preparation for the night's work while she
preﬁared dinner. When they'd finished eating, IN left‘for the Trimbles
alone in her car. The men followed shortly in Southgate's con&ertible,

- their trip timed to reach the Graceland shopping center just after
dark.

They walked to the Trimbles from the shopping center without
incident, meeting no one, and slipped into the house. They were changing
their clothes in the basement utility room when the faint souﬁd of the front
doorbell chimes interrupted them.

| Southgaté gave Togo a worried glance. "We'd better check that out,"
he said, motioning his head toward the stairs. Seconds later, they sat on
the top step in their sfocking feet, listening behind the closed door.

"Why hello,vCarol, won't you come in," they heard IN say. She sounded
at ease. Tﬁe front door closed. Toge shrugged his shoulders unknowingly.,

They continued to listen.
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"It's nice to see you," LN said.
"I wondered how you were getting along."
"Just fine. Everything is going smoothly. Won't you sit down?"

The two woren walked into the living room. Their voices moved farther

- away and became muffled.. Southgate nudged Togo and motioned to him to return

to the utility room.
"Who is it?" Gershon whispered.
"Someone named Carol," Southgate replied softly.
"Well, what should we do?" Togo asked. He, too, talked in a
whispere |
- Southgate was still for a moment. Finally, he asked,; "Could they
hear us working?"
"I don't think so," Togo replied. "We 're more than a hundred feet
into the earth."
"She might stay an hour or longer," Southgate said. "We can't lose
that time. Let's go,"
The men disappeared into the tunnel. Upstairs, LN entertained |
Carol Rowan,
"Would you like a cup of coffee or some tea?" she asked politely.
"Tea would be nice."
LN went into the kitchen. Shortly, she returned with a wooden tray
carrying a pot.of. tea, cups and saucers, a bowl of sugar and several lemon slices,

all of which she placed on a coffee table in front of the davenport.
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"Have you heard from the Trimbles?" Carol asked.

LK poured the tea. "Nothing. I'm sure they're too busy having a
a good time to write even a postcard." She paused and handed har caller
a'cup; "You'd be mare likely to hear than IL,"

"Not a word," Carol giggled. "They were so ex¢itéd about the trip.”

IN took a sip of tea. She wanted desperately to break a&ay sorehow and
go down into the basement for a few minutes but no excuse came to her. She
was sure everything was all right. She hadh't heard a sound after the doorbell
rang. She was convinced now that the men had heard it %too.

God, I hope so, she thought to herself, it would be unfortunate if
one of them stumbled into the living room.

Carol's eyes wondered about the roém. "Doesn't it get lonesome
here night after night?" she asked.

"Oh, no," IN answered quickly. "It's such a pleasant house, My
brother checks in frequently. I was. thinking of having some friends over
‘this coming weekend. Just twoe or three. Do you think the Trimbles would
mind?" |

"I don't know why."

"I11 see," IN said, pleased that she'd been able to broadcast the
possibility of Southgate and Togo openly stéying with her,

"I am glad you told me," Carol said, "Béb was all for locking around

last night when he thought he heard a car., It was so silly of him."
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"I appreciate his concern," IN said‘calmly. "Please thank him
for me, "

He must have heard the men leave, LN thought to herself, Well,tdnight
they 're walking, He won't hear the van or anything else, She smiled at Carol.
"More tea?"

In the tunnel the men were hard at work, After some initial apprehension
they'd settled in, confident‘they couldn't be heard. Southgate refused to turn
on the fan full speed, however, and the air in the tunnel was sﬁltry and more
overbearing than usual, The men took turns standing at the end of the air
pipe,

No more rock had been encountered and their progress was at the old
rate of three feet an hour again. Southgate hoped to finish by the weekend,
The pressure of +time was the one thing that annoyed him. He would be relieved
when the digging was done. The rock had wunnerved him. With each additional foot
he heaved a sigh of relief, |

He stood by the air pipe watching Toge and Gershon work the lance and
rmuck hose,vhoping IN would appear. He crouched down and started tack through
the tunnel. In the basement, he crept up the stairs and put his ear to the
door. The voices weren't clear., Occasionally, he caught a word but he couldn't
follow the conversation. Still, he was satisfied LN was in control.

- Back in the “tunnel, he took over the lance from Togo.
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Carol Rowan tipped her cup upward and captured the last few drops
of her tea. She knew her husband was waiting for her report. She set the
cup down in its saucer, "‘I've got to run along," she szid.

IN rose immediately. "I'm zlad you came," she.said,with pretended
innocence. "Do stop by again." She walked the neighbor to the door, where
-they stopped for a moment.

"Bye now," Carol said. "Thank you for the tea."

"You're quite welcome, Goodnight." LN closed the door and let out
a deep sigh of relief., A few seconds later she snapped out the post light

and hurried down into the basement.

"Well, how are things at the T’ri_mbles?" Bob Rowan asked.

"Normal., We had tea and taiked. "

"Was she alone?"

~"Yes, She's such a sweet person to take care of that house for

the Trimbles. I don't think they would!ve gone if she hadn't volunteered
to live-in,*"

"Did she hear the car last night2"

"No. And neither did I. You just imagined it."

"Just the same, I'm glé.d you went over.!

"Well, I hope you sleep better tonight."

'IN put her wig on the bottom step and pulled off her dress. She slipped

into a pair of old bluejeans and a tee-shirt and pulled on a pair of old

low cut tennis shoes.
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She “turned the fan on high as she passed., At the other end, the
men felt the rush of fresh air,

"Tt's IN at 1ast;" Southgate said. Tﬁrning, he saw the beam of her
flashlight back in the tunnel,

Her heart quickened as she moved forward. ”Wﬁew," she said when
she reached the work area, "I was really worried.,®

"So were we," Southgate replied. He handed the lance to Togo.

"Tho was it?"
"Caroi Rowan. She lives next door, Her husband was worried. Seems
he heard *he van leave last night,"

"We've got to be more careful,” Southgate said soberly., A note of
anxiety-entered his voice as he contiﬁued. "From now on we walk in,. ‘When
we need to haul supplies, we'll drop them and get the van out of here, lLet's
make a rule that no vehicle leaves here after ten-thirty. This neighborhood
is just too quiet after that."

m

ny agree," Togo said.

After a short rést, the four of them worked vogether., In the early
-morning hours, when they left the tunnel, Togo stopved at the model and
marked their progress. They'd gone another fifteen feet, They were one hundred

and twenty eight feet out from the basement.

S 2



Chapter Twenty Nine

IN's heels clicked along Union avenue toward the Peabody hotel.
Ahead, where the asphalt canyon broke into the open at the river's bank,
she saw the lastlight of day, a pink dab just above the horizon. Behind
her, to the east, dusk had fallen., She felt half undressed and realized
she was minus her wig, These days, she seemed to wear it as often as not.

Tonight, she was herself. Riding up in the elevator she hoped the
men were safely inside the Trimble's house. Southgate had the key so IN
could meet Margaret Jean. After the unexpected call by Carol Rowan the
night before, a few hours in the rélaxed atmosphere of the Skyway
was welcome palliation,

"Hello," IN sang out.

Margaret Jean waved.and walked towards her.

"Ah, ladies, you wish a table?" the maitre d' asked with a flourish.

"Plgase;" 1IN replied. She turﬁed to her companion. "] had hoped Alan
might be along."
| Margaret Jean laughed. "He's. avoiding you. The library you know."

The room wasn't crowded, Once seated, LN glanced arouna.

"Ch, my God," she exclaimed half under her breath.

"What is it3" asked Margaret Jean.

2%
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IN's faceiflushed. She remained quiet for a moment, slecwly regaining
her. composure, "Why,>nothing," she said;-“I thought 1'd seen somesone
>I knew but 1 was wrong. I see a resemblance, but definitely, it's not
her. That's not the person,”

But it was and IN's heart continued to thump. A few tables away
sat the.Trimbles' neighbors, the Clines and Warrens. Carol Rowan last night,
now the others, LN thought. She wondered how different she loocked ‘in her
natural ash blonde hair.

She'd seen Amy Cline first. For a few seconds they stafed at each
other. Amy had turned away, then almost instantly had taken a second look.
Just coincidence, IN thought, she can't possibly recognize me. And she felt
relievéd wnen Amy didn't pursue. the eye encounter.

The waiter came. Both women ordered whiskry sours. "For a change of
pace,' LN commented.

"fould you ladieé like some hor d'oeuvres,"bthe walter asked. '"We
have some left. The cocktail hour wasn't busy tonight.™

"They would be nice," largaret Jean told him.

The Clines and Warrens rose from their table. They filéd by LN
as they walked out. Only Amy Cline looked closely at her. IN smiled,
ice in her stomach. Amy returned the smile but gave no sign of recognitions
Calm down, LN told herself, she's gone. But her heart continued to beat

strongly.
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Finally, the tension waned,

Of all the people in Memphis, I had to see them, LN thought. She
wondered about the odds. Then, she thought of something nice. If the Clines
and the Warrens were here, they couldn't see the men enter the Trimbles. LN
sighed.

The waiter brought the hor d'oeuvres, then their drinks. Margaret Jean
broke the silence. "For a while, I thought you'd seen a ghost."

"Wasn't that silly of me," IN said, laughing.
Both women sipped their drinks. Margaret Jean ate a fried shrimp,
followed by a raw oyster.
" Hmmmme Good," she said, "Alan introduced me to oysters."
-"Réally. When?"

Margaret Jean blushed. "A few years ago. We were in New .Orleans on
a business trip."

NI didn't know you traveled with him."

- "Sometimes, He's always scouring around for Elvis finds. He thinks he's

more successful when he entertains at dinners. He likes me to be along as his

partner." She laughed, then confided., "He has some things he shouldn't, Elvis'
Medical records, Originals of contraets,”
"How interesting.m

"Isn't it? And all tucked away in that damned office safe."

"You sound peeved,!
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"He guards it with his life. You'd think as close as I am to
him, he'd trust me. But I don't even know the combinaiion.“AShe laughed.,
"Sometimes I think the numbers are on his foreskine She leaned forward, He
has a tattoo on it, Isn't that wild?"
LN's eyes widened. "You're kidding,"
"Absolutely not."
"Come on,"
"No, It's true."
IN finished her drink. Out of novwhere the waiter appearad. "Another
round, ladies?"
Af"Yes, plegse," LN said, She looked aﬁ Kargart Jean, fascinated, "Well,
I've certeinly lived a sheltered life," she said.,
Margaret.Jean blushed again, "I shouldn't have told you," she said.
| "His secret is safe with me," LN réplied. Shé giggled. "Who can I
tell?"
This night is full of surprises, LN thought. First the neighoors.
‘Now this strange story about Axelbank. She iboked at Kargaret Jean and
smiled. "You must find Alan very interesting."
"I do. But as I told you that day When.I visited Deita, at times
he infuriateé mes There's no reason for him not to.be here tonigﬁt. I asked
him to come, just as a favor to me. But he wouldn't,"

LN said, "I think that is my fault."
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They chatted for a time with their second drinks. IN looked
at her watch. "It's after ten o'clock," she said. "I should be going.,"
After a pause, she added, "i must say, Margaret Jean, this has been a most
interesting convefsation."

Margaret Jean's eyes twinkled. "So much for his damned tattoo," she

said.

IN arrived at the Trimbles a few minutes before eleven o'clock. The
house was dark as she pulled her red Triumph into the driveway. She noticed
~the basement windows especially, There wasn't a stray ray of light anywhere

around their edges,

After changing clothes, she went down into the tunnel. The operation
was going smoothly. She helped for the next two hours, That night, when

Togo marked the model, they had dug out one hundred and forty four feet.
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Chapter Thirty

The next night, Thursday, Southgate,for the first time, brought
equinment with him which sent and received ultra-sonic signals that, like
a dog whistle, couldn't be heard by the human ear.

He took a transducer attached to an amplifier run on small batteries

into the tunnel, Gershon went with him. Togo slipved into the back-
yard with a sensor tipped cane attached by wire to an ear piece similar +o a
heafing aid. |

‘"Come with me," he'called, motioning to IN.

They walked over the grass in the darkness to the white wooden
fence which bordered Graceland behind the Trimble's house. Below, at the
head of the tunnel, Southgate pressed the transducer 2gainst the dirt roof..
A soft, intermittent tone sounded in Togo's ear. It became stronger.

| "My gosh, we've already broken into Elvis' estate,ﬁ he said, surprised.
His voice was low,

He pulled himself up, peered across the fence, listened, then scramtled
over. On the other side, he stopd for several minutes with his back pressed
against.the slats. Not a muscle moved. Ahead of him, no more than twenty—fi%e
feet away, a pale light shown through the stained glass windows in the curving
wall on the southside of the gravesite,
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Stealthily, he tiptoed three steps forward. The toﬁe fadeci. He
turned. and clambered back over the fence. Hevheld the cane against the
barrier and tapved it lirhtly on the ground. Again, the_sound was louder.‘
He was sure now that the\tunnel extended a foot or so into Graceland.

He pulled a compass from his pocket and took a reading on the third
stained glass window, The line was straight and true. They were rlght on
target. |

He walked over to IN, who stood a few feet away. "Tet's go back inside,"
he whispered. They retraced their steps.

" Southgate and Gershon waited at the tunnel entrance, Both had
expectant looks.'Southgate broke the silence. "Give us ‘the news," he
said. "How far are we actually?"

- tyelve crossed into Graceland," Togo replied, a sound of jubilance in
his voice. "We're about a fool beyond the fence and true to the line. I took
a compass reading."

"Hooray," Gershon and Southgate shouted in unison.

uT was over the fence," Togo said. "I could almost touch the

curved wall with the cane."
MAny trouble?" Southgate inquired cautiously.
"None."
"How was the signal?" Southgate asked.

npdenuate,”
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"Wle would have never gotten a radio signal through Tive
feet of earth, that's for sure,"
Togo rested the cane against the wall, "I'm anxious to begin

digging," he said. "It's really exciting up there where I can see how

little distance we have left."

"Check," Southgate said.

A few minutes later the four of them were deep inside the tunnel.

IN ‘ran the lance froﬁ the now familiar camp stool while Southgate cleared
away the ruck and Togo and Gershon kept pace with the shoring.

"Now I know how Columbus felt when he sighted land," Togo told
Gershon."God, what a thrill to stand on the Graceland side of the fence
-and know that underneaﬁh-we were in the new world."

"New world is right," Gershon said. "The closer we get to that
vault the spookier I feel,"

"Come on Gershoﬁ, look on the bright side. Not many people
get to rattle around in a grave and live to tell it."

"That's what I keep telling myself," Gershon said in a resigned tone
of voice. vHe 1ifted a piece of plywood and held it_aloft.against the
foof. Togo slipped in the supports.

"Just like clockwork," he said,

vAfter a time, Southgate and LN switched places. Still later, Gershon

ran the lance for an hour, then Togo. At one o'clock in the morning, Southgate

called a halt.
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"Are you game to »rﬁake_ another trip across the fence into no man's
land," Southgate asked Togo. | |

"I'm willing," he replied. "This might be the perfect time."
He looked at IN, "Come as far as the fence with me again."

Outside the house, they waited for their eyes to become accustomed
-bo the darkness, It was a different biackness than tee tunnel. The night
was clear and stars filled the milky way. The murkiness below ground was
of another kind, turbid and watery, Air was at a premium down under. Death
- lingered there., Above ground, Togo had only a feeling of danger.

"Let's go," he said, taking IN's hand. He felt her tremble
slightly. | | |

The este;te was dark now. There was mo stained glass window to sight on,
Togo's eyes swept the landscape, then he listéned. "Okah, I'm going over,"
he whispered. LN watched him disappear. Ca.utiously, he 1o§rered himself on
the other gide. There he looked and listened again., Then, with the cane in
front of him, he bwalked -slowly forward.

He . stopped i‘x;equently, aware at all times ~of +the distance back
to the fence, It was his only escape route, At first, the -tone in his> ear-
phone was a monotonous low buzz.. He thrust the cane outward like a divining
rod. Only when he approached the curved wall did tke tone become loud.

He was too excited to stop. He pressed against t.ﬁe stone. Louder. He

was sure the end of the tunnel had reached the wall,
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'.A new boldness surged through him, He looked té eitheé side, then
vslid'élong to the west end of the wall. He peéked around, His heart jumped into
his throat. Theré fifty feet away, he saw the guard house. A light bnrﬁeé
inside, On the far'side, he saw a television screen.

¥y God, he thought, its part of the electronic security systém.

Slowly, he retreated,i:. He looked constant;y.now for hidden cameras,
Still, he was determined to test beydnd the wall. He worked his way silently
to the<othér end., After a few moments, he inched his way along., It seemed like
eternity before ‘he reached the third stained glass window. He knelt below
it to avoid any chance of being silhoutted. He probed with his cane. The

~‘tone was loudest at the base of the wall. He crawled forward. the tone )
faded., | o
Togo stared atvthe gravestone eighteen feet away. An eerie feeling
of fear crept through him. He felt exposed and vulnerable away from the wall.
2hmil taneously, he was mesmerized by the majesty of the site, There was a
tug of war inside of him between calmness and panic. Across the middle
éistance he saw the.guardhouse again., It looked less ominous now,

Togo took a deep breath, He turned around and crept back to the wall,
The security of the stone felt good against his back., He rested for a full minute,
renewing his. knowledge of the layout. Finally, he slithered along u -

the wall and around the cormer, .



306

‘He cut straight across the lawn from there and ecrambled back
over the fence several'yafds,away from ' the point where he'd gone over. LN heard
him,

"That took so long?" she gasped when he was beside her,

~

"A deep probe," he said. He took her gently by the arm and began
walking., "let's get inside," _

Southgate and Gershon were still in the tunnel, LN sat dowm on
the basement stairs.Togowent over and turned off the fan, the signal
‘to his vartners that he'd returned. Shortly,the two men exited.

They all sat on the steps'now; Togo beside LN and Southgéte and
Gershon below them. Gershon leaned back against the wall of the stairwell,
Their subdued. voices matched the quietness throughout “he rest of the
house, |

 "The face of the tunnel is righ£ under the stained glass window,’
Togo told them., "We're no more than eighteen feet from the grave. It was
right in front of me. I could have reached out and touched it."
| "Tou were gone allqng time," Southgate said. "Any problems?"

"T reconnoitered both sides of the curved wall, That's what took SO -
much time. I wanted to be sure where we were, I thought at first we might
‘be slightly beyond the wall." For a moment he paused. "I had to be careful,
The guardhouse by the grave is used to monitor the security system."

"You were that close?“
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Togo nodded and explained his Scouting venture in détail. When
he'd finished, Southgate said, "I don't see the need for anymore night
patrols, If we need to check further one of us can go in as a tourist."
He turned to Togo. "That was a job well done, old buddy."

Togo smiled. IN zave him a hug.

On the model, Togo marked their progress at one hundred amd fifty

nine feet.

The next afternoon, when LN called in to the.mailvdrops, the
frequenéy hoppers had arrived. She telephoned Southgate at his office
in 01d Main,
Let's pick them up," he said.
An hour later, they were on their way downtown in Southgate's
car. LN wore a gray wig and granny glasses, Her dress was several inches
below tne knees and plain black oxfords covered her feet. A black cane
lay beside her, The’costumes was courtesy of the Delta drama department.
"You're right out of Arsenic and 0l1d Tace," Southgate commenied with a
laugh. - |
"And just as sweet," IN kidded.
They drove on in silence for a time., Traffic was light. and they
made good speed. Ths downtown skyline was soon visible in’front of them,
| "Iet's cross the river first and work back," Southgate said.

'IN nodded her avoroval,
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Millie's Answering Service in VWest Memphis was wp over a hardware
store. LN climbed fhe narrow flight of stairs easily, then leaned on her
cane as she opened the door. The room was unpretentious. Dark red Formica
covsred a counter which stretched between the walls. Behind the counter several
women worked the.telephones. A young, neatly dressed woman came
forward, “

"Hello, I'm here to pick up a package for Razorback Electronics, Inc.,"
I¥ said.

"Just one minute." The woman disappeared through a door and returned
carrying a package wrapped in brown paper. "Are you Mrs. Nelson?"

"Yes I am,"

"You sounded So young over the phone,"
"In spirit, deary, I am,"

The woman laughed. "Well, here's your package, Can you manage all

right2"

"Oh, yes. I have a car waiting." IN half smiled. "Are you Millie?"

- The woman laughed again., "There's no Millie. That's just a name,'Does

it sound friendly?"

"fes it does," LN said. She turned away from the counter.

"Good-bye," the woman said.

IN climbed into Southgate's car and put the box on the back
seats "Two to go," she said. "COmmunicatiéns Unlimited is next. It's in

the Bondi building on Jefferson street."
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Thay drove back across the Mississippi river bridge into
.Hemphis. |

"Everythingvgo_smoothly?" Southgate asked.

| "No problems,” |

Commnications Unlimited was as different from Millie's as night
and day. It had a tentk floor waiting room of modernistic chrome and
plastic policéd by a bleached blonde receptionist. Everything else was .
out of sight.

"I'm from the East Memphis Radio club," LN began. "We've had
a package drbpped here, "

The blonde pressed a button on her intercom. "Yes," a young, male
voice said. "Pick-up for the East Memphis Radio €lub." The recptionist
smiled. %Eom't YOu sit down?" |

In the chair, IN started to cross her legs but stopped. She.sat leaning
forward on her cane instead. She stood when a teen-aged boy entered wit};
her package.,

"Tet me open tﬁe-door for you, ma'am," he said.

LN smiled inwardly, I've forgotten the.pérfect bouch, she thought
to herself, A shawl, "Thank you, young man,"

The £lite Answering Service was out Jackson avenue on the second fluor
of a professional building filled with physicians and dentists, many of whom
no doubt were clients. IN was in and out again in five minutes with her

Package addressed to the Bates Electfic corpany.
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‘Southgate turned east into Jackson and ﬁhey headed for home.

"ligs are hot," LN said, pulling hers off. She took a corb from
her purse and ran it through her real hair.

"I like you better as a blende,"‘Southgate said.

"It's easier,'thatks for sure."

They stopped in front of Southgate'!s townhouse. "I'd like to test
the hoppers," he said., "Come in while I wmwrap these," |

| They carried the three boxes inside., Ten minutes later IN took kalf
of the six frequency hoppers to her own townhouse two doors awéy.

A1l of the units looked alike in their black, metal cases. Each one
weighed seven pounds and was about the same size as a CB car radio. They had
transistors and operated on rechargeable gel cell batteries. They were
extremely sophisticeted..Each one had sixteen channels and these frequencies
rotated in sequence every one-tenth of a second. It was difficult, if not
impossible, to trace transmissions because of the channel hopping, All

of the sets were synchronized to change channels at the same instant.
‘.Southgate's hoppers ‘had a range equal to one mile per one foot

of elevation. In other words, on lime of sight distance, he could transmit

ten miles with a ten foot antenna.

LN set hers on the kitchen counter and switched one on.

"Hi there, neighbor," It was Southgate's voice strong and clear.
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"Brax, you sound beautiful."

"It's my best claésroom~manner."

"Let me trv another bne." She said. She turned the first one off

and flicked the swiich on a secend one. "Can you hear me?"

"Like a symphony."

"I'm going to test the third one,!

"Go zhead."

LN again changed units. "This is number three. How does it sound?"
"Just like the others, Clear as the 6ld Main bell."

"Did you change units, too?"

"Everytime you did,"

"They all work?"
’"Every‘one."

"Brax, I think I like these better than my telephone,"

"Nice, eh?"

"Shall I bring mine Back over to you?"

"There's no need for them all %6 be together. Keep those three in

-your house,"

"Delighted." LN looked at her watch. "Want a sandwich before T go out

to the Trimbles?!

"Togo and I have to nail together the last of the tunnel supports.™
"See you tonight then,"

"Check,"
REkkEk khkhk khdkEkhkk



Chapter Thirty One

The crew was elated at the arrival of the freguency hoppers
and that night gathered at the tunnel entrance eager to begin digging
the home stretch, as Southgate called the l;st eighteen feet. The scene
waé reminiscent of a locker room before the big game. The four conspirators
huddled together, tense with excitment.'

"Te i1 cub out ten feet more of passageway;" Southgate said, The
~others nodded. "Then, we'll widen it into a chamber for the final eight
feet."

"How wide is the chamber going to be?" Gershon asked.

A1l éyes were on Southgate. "Ten feet.»That's thfee additional
feet on each side of the passage. That should give us plenty of room
to manuever in front of the wvault."

The explanation was sufficient. The longer supporting beams were
already piled nearby, He didn't say it, but a look of "Iet's go get'em"
covered Southgate's face,

He turned on his flashlight and crawled into the turmel. The others
followed single file past the whirling exhéust fan. Talk was at a minimum.
Somehow, the tunnel didn't invite idle conversation, even on this Friday
night of expected success,
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At the tunnel face, Southgate furned_and»leaned against the

dirt. The cold suriace penetrated his back. "LN, you operate the
lmme"

The pump engines begin to whine, LN unfolded the camp stool
and sat dcwn.,Togo held the muck sucker at ready. Southgate slid between
them and joined Gershon_several feet to the reay.

"Iet her go," he shouted. |

The water spurued forward out of the lance and dug ‘into the
loess., Small chunks" began to fall away. LN's eyes darted back and forth
following tﬁe action., Togo started the clean-up. Southgate and Gershon
watched for several minutes, then began to move .the shoring into place.

Already Southgate's mouth was stlcky dry. He spit at the wall,

Nothlng. Gershon shoved a frame forward. "When do you think we'll finish,"
he -asked,

"If we don't run into trouble, well,then maybe as early as
tomorrow afternoon.”
"I've been thinking abouﬁ the tow truck.”
Southgate sighed. "We might be readv for it sometime Sunday. I
don't know yet."
"Sunday would be a good day., The garage is closed. The wreck:z
would be all ours."

"A11 I can say is we'll try."
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Both men fell silent as their muscies bent to the task, Everyone
knew their place  Their was no need to shout orderas. LN
had learned to'handle the lance éxpertly and she flogged the dirt like
a slavemaster cracking a bull whip., The earth offered no resistence. Muck
splattered her face. She became only more defiant.

Togo slipped in the mud., But he didn't séem to mind., The excitment
and anticipation of early evening had not yet passed, Only lafer would
the aching muscles signal his fatigue as they had done on all previous
nights. | |

"Togo,do you think there's any more rock?" IK asked. She had drilled
steadily for an hour. Three feet, perhaps a little more, had been hewed
away.

"I don't think so. Just pray tﬁere isn't, It would be nice and
cezy to have'a chamber of rock but it would be a bitch to carve
out.”

Togo took the back of his hand and wiped a band of sweat from his
forehead. LN adjusted her body on the camp stool, Her lungs ached for
freshbair. Sﬁe-turned her head slightly in hopes of catching a wave of
~oxygen from the ventilator. After aldeep gasp, she faced thebdirt
barrier again,

| Another hour passed. She streiched. her legs %o .aveid cramps.

"Togo would 'yoy like to trade off?" she asked.
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"Would I ever.“fHe builed the énd'of the muck hose out of the
water and waited for her to»hénd him thellance. After she was off.of the
stoql he gave ker the vacuum, He sat down immediately., LN stretched hér
arms. ®When she was ready, Togo let the.pressured stream of water loose
again.

The dirt shattered into hundreds ef liﬁtle.pieces ~and fell to the
floor. IN bent over and scooped upithe slush. They talked little, intent
~only on the challenge to finish the passagwaye. -1t's like a féver, LN
thought. She no longer minded the discomfort and this pleased her, Still,
she knew She could never live underground forever. Dirt had no beauty, it
offered no inspiration, When surrounded by it, the spirit lost.
"itsvluster.fone star in ths hkeavens could create ‘a thousand-dreahs. An
earthen chaﬁber chillea the senses. -

Southgate tapped Togo on the shoulder. "We've been at it for
three hours, Let!s take a measurement." Togo stopped the lance. Soﬁthgate
prossed the end of the metal tape measure into the dirt face. "Hold this
here," he told Togo, The tape ﬁnrolléd as Southgate slouched backwards»
tﬁrough the tunnel.,Wheh he passed over the line where the hight's work
had begun, he stopped and locked the tape in place. |

"Nine and a half feet," he called out. He unlocked the tape and
motioned Togo forward. Southgate resled in the metal. "That's it," he

said when he Bnd Togo stood face to face. "let's start the chamber.®
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A snri.llebroke through the mud on Togo's face.

k"Let's go three feet straight ahead and then cut out a three
foot section on each side of it," Sout.hgate said. "Does’ that sound
okah to you?"

"It does. We'll repeat that pattern tw more times and we'll
be done,"

Gershon and IN, who were standing beside Togo, nodded.

"How much longer do you all want to work2" Southgate asked.

HlS three companions looked at each other. "It makes no difference
to me," C-ershbn said. LN agreed. "Let's make a siab at three more hours
then, Brax," Togo sooke ouﬁ. _

"Sounds gqod to me," Southgate replied. "We'll try to get the first
section of the chamber dohe." |

The dirt cdntinued to be pliable under the water pressure of the
lance. As soon as the three feet straight zhead was done, they
shored up the roof with temporary supportis, Next,
thesf_ cut away three feet to the east and fitted it with more temporary
shoring. They repeated the operation on the west side.

- Southgate sat down on the stool. "That is some night's work,"
he said as he looked around,

"We ought to finish tomorrow, Brax," Togo said._
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Gershon leaned against a wall,his eves half closed. Southgate
got up and turned off the pumps. Gérshon iurched outward startled., IN
waved her‘hand in front of his face and laughed.
"I almost fell asleep," he said, embarrassed, _
~"You and LN start out," Southgate said: "I want to make a final
check of the shoring, Togo you stay with me." |
Southgate pushed his hand against the plywood every six inches or so.
Togo did. the same thing in the opposite direction, LN and Gershon disape ared
‘into the tunnel,
"I wouldn't want a cave-in after we've come all this way,™" Southgate
said. |
Togo continued testing, "I'd héte to‘be trappéd this far in," he
said. | |
After several minutes, Sonthgate turned to Togo. "I'm satisfied.

Are you?" Togo nodded,

Work resumed on the chamber at six o'eclock the next morning after five
hours sleep. Despite the bleary eyes everyone was eager. Togo ran the lance
and Gershon the mud hose. LN went to the kitchen to prepare breakfast. Southgate

- ate first and then relieved Gershon., Twenty minutes later’Gershon reappeared

and took the lance from Togo.
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Togo and IN afe toge ther.
"This'll be a big day for us," Togo told her. "I'm sure if we finish
the chamber by mid-aftermoon Brax will have Gershon pick up the tow truck.
Tomorrow wa'll get Carrie.m
"It's sad about Carrie," IN sighed, pouring them another coffee of
coffee.
"Gleamer played right into our hands though," Togo pointed out.
"I know we have to look at it that way."
"Yqu can't blame Gleamer for remarrying."
"o, T can't. It'll be good for him."
"You can't blame Eoots, I guess that's what they call her, either."
" LN spread strawberry jam én an English muffin, "Do you ever think about
marrying again, Togo?"
After a long pause he replied, "sometimes."
"Anyone in particular?"
"When the time comes, I'll know," He winked and grinned at LN across
the table. Both were silent for a time. Togo swallowed the last of his coffee.
ntd ﬁetter get back." |
"Tt11 be doﬁn as soon as I clearvup the dishes.." Almost as as afterthought
she added, "now doesn't that sound domestic,”

"Check," Togo agreed.
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thead, Togo saw the shadows of his two companions in the glare
of the floodlight. The pump engines vibrated quietly. Togo ta;ped Southgate

on the shouldér. |

"IN will be here shortly," he explained.k"She’s straightening up the
kitchen."

Southgate nodded and returned to his vacuuming, Water stood on the floor
now as Gershon cut away the dirt. Bless the loess, Togo thought to himself.
LN appeared beside him and waited for Southgate to see her as he sloshed
around in the mud. Finally, she called out, "Brax, I can take over from Gershon
if you'wantbme wo.M

Southgate stepped out of the doghouse._"Okah, you run the lance. Togo,
you operate the hose. Gershon and.I'll bring the bigger beams to the outside
of the chamber. I don't think we can manuever them into place yet, but we can
be prepared.”

1IN stepped forward and tapped Gershon on the shoulder to break his
concentration. He flinched, then laughed when he turned and saw her.

"Ready?" he asked.

"A1l set." -

Klmost simultaneously Gershon slipped off thestool and she slid on.

Togo moved up beside her with the hose. He leaned sideways and cupped her ear with his
free hand.

"S4111 vote for domesticity?" he asked.
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She laughed and tnrnedvon the lance. The dirt fell away. They moved
three feét ahead the first hour and then widened the sides. After that,
digging was stopped; The chamber was large enough to move in the ten foot
beams and all four of the conspirators switched to the shoring. The roof
was secure now over the two-thirds of the chamber hollowed out.

"Anyone want lunch?" IN asked.

The men exchanged glances., "I'm for going on," Gershon said,

"So am I," Togd put in.

Southgate nodded, "How about you, LN?"

"I can wait." She picked up the lance and settled back down.on the
stool.

- "Hold it a minute," Sduthgate called out. He walked back to the tunnel
entrance and took out his compass., "let's take one, last reading. We want to zero
in on the vault if possible."

IN turned to watch. Southgate took his sighting. "Move about a foot
to your right," he called to hér. He looked at the compass face again, "Okah,
give it a try. Two feet on each side and let's hope it's down the middle,"

There was now less than three feet to go. The men pulled the pumps |
into the chamber. Southgate took over the muck hose. A mood of anticipation
prevailed. All eyes followed intently the stream of pfeSsurized water. No one

spoke. More dirt washed away as the minutes passed.
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IN stared straight.ahéad., She moved the lance upward and watched
the stream of water.bore into the loess. The next instant a small gray
area of concrete was exposed, |

"Wahoo," she exclaimed. "There it is,"

 Water cascaded to the floor as she played the hose over a widening
surface. The men gathered behind her, solemn in their moment of triumph.

“When the outline of the vault was cJ.ea.r, LN shifted her stool sideways
and knifelike began to cut into the dirt beside her. The earth fell away
several inches at a time. She'd clearedvabout two feet when a second vault
_was revealed. IN glanced at Southgate with a puzzled look on her face.

"Keep going,"'he_told ﬁer. "There's no point in.checking for the correct
vault now, Let;s finish the chamber first."

IN cut away another foot to complete the corner. A third vault was
partially exposéd as she sqﬁared off the chamber on the other side, As quickly

as possible,the men put up the shoring.

Gershon left the house to make arrangemehts with Olson's garage to pick
up the tow truck later that afternoon. LN went up to-her bedroom, where she
showeréd, changed clothes and put on her wig before returning to the basement.
"Your ultra-sonic equipment is in here,® Soﬁthg;;é, pointihg to a canvas

tote bag. "When you get to the grave site place it as closely as possible to

Elvis' marker. We'll be underneath with the cane to indentify his vault."
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"I should be there andieadyin ten to fiftéen minutes, " LN
said, "I'11l just walk over. With fhe tote bag it'll look like I'm going
to the shopping center.™ |

"Fine," Southgate said.

IN hesitated. "I've a camera upstairs, I'il put'that and a sweater

over the equipment;ﬁ |
"There should be some cover," Southgate agreed.

" LN hurried upstairs. Several minutes later she left the house and
walked to U.S., highway 51, The sun.felt pleasantly warm after the dankness
of the tunnel, As usual, there was a small crowd at the music gate when she
arrived. She joined the tourists entering the estate and casually made her way
to the gravesite, |

The four graves spread out in the foreground .surrounded by the low,
wrought iron fence. LN set the bag down directly in front of Elvis;.granite
mgrker,.picked up the camera’and stook several photographs of its bronze
plaque. Other tourists milled about talking softly and clicking their own
cameras. |

Underground, Southgate moved.thé tip of the cane back and forth across
the roof like a wand. The‘cord’from the hearing device in his right ear looped
over his shoulder and up th_e side of the cane. Togo stood. beside him,

"The signal is loudest right here," he said pointing to a spot about

two feet in front of the middle vault. "The bag is right next to the fence."
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"We're right on target," Togo said.

Southgate took the earphone off. "I suspose we should move all of
our equipment back into the bésement."

Togo scratched his head. "It has to be done sometime. Ve can't move
Carrie in until the passage is clear. let's drag out the pumps first.™"

Southgate shook his head. "We should never have let Gershon leave."

Togo just laughed. "Two of us equal one of him,"

Above the chamber, IN bént_over and gently replaced hef camera in the
tote bag. She lingered for several minutes,‘bag in hand, then made her way

back down the drive to the music gate.

By dinner time the passage was clear. Gershon returﬁed vith the 'keys
to Olson's tow truck in his pocket and told the others that it was all gassed
up and ready for tomorrow morning.
Later that night, they were back in the chamber ready %o cut into the
vault with a high powered electric séw.
"Give it a whirl," Southgate said.
| Togo pressed the button. The sound reverberated through the chamber,
- many timeé louder than the water pumps. Gershon. and LN covered their ears.
"Turn it off. Turn it off," Sogthgate shouted, his voice barely
audible.

Togo hit the button again and the motor spun to a halt.
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"My God," Southgate gasped, appalled, "It never occurred to me it would be
that noisy." A sorrowful expression crossed his face. "We sure can't use
that. It's enpfy above us now but if there were tourists up there they'd damn
well hear that saw. And at night there are the éuards around  the estéte."

"Agreed," Togo lamented. "It's too chancey,"

Gershon shook his head. "hat'l1 we do now?"

"What I should have thought of in the beginning," Togo said re-
assuringly. "A laser,"

Gershon's eyes widened. "Jesus, yes! Noiseless and the cut is practically
invisible,"

Southgate was all smiles again., "For a minute I thought it was all
over," | |

"Je can get a laser from the physids lab at school,"‘Togo said.

"That delays us at least a day but there's no other alternative,"
Southgate replied, "He 111 go éheadvand get Carrie tomorrow, We'll get the laser
on Monday and open the vault Monday night.*®

"Check," LN said and giggled.
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Sunday morning arrived clear and bright.
"Some contrast to the tunnel," Southgate said as he and Togo pulled
up to Ca.rr:.e's grave in the van. Gershon drove the tow truck behind them.

. Gleamer's farm was off on a side road some distance from the main
highway. it was quiet there in the country air and sunshine. Sou’chgate ~opened
bthe back doors and handed Togo a spade; then placed two more against the
buinper.

. Gershon climbed down from the cab of his wrecker and donned a pair
of i‘leece l:l.ned, jersey work gloves. He grabbed one of the spades and walked
to the grave. Southgate closed the doors and picked up the last spade. Beside

the grave he leaned it against his leg and put on his own pair of work

gloves.
"Let's each take a third," he said.
Togo slipped on his gloves. "Il take the middle," he sald and dipped
the tip of hié ‘spa,de into the ground. He pushed his foot down on. the edge.
"Let!'s pile the sod over there," Southgate said. He pointed to a spot a

few feet off to the side.
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"hy not cut it in strips?" suggested Gershon.

"Good enough," Southgate said. "Make them about a foot wide. ithen
we're through, we'll roll them back in place,!

They sliced the grassy lengths with the tips of their spades, cut under-
neath and coiled themvup. Then they removed about a foot and a half of soil
from the top of the concrete vault.

"Maybe it's for the best that our saw was too noisy last night, "Togo
said. "We'll get a chance to study this one first. Might save us a costly
mistake,"

"That's right," Southgate replied.

When the top of the vault was clear, Gershon backed the tow truék-up until
the hook hung over the grave. The top slab of the vault was pried up at one
end, Togo loopad straps underﬁeath. Gershon clamored back into the tow truck
and lowered the hook. Togo fastened the straps.

"0.K.,"1ift away," Southgate shouted.

Slowly, like the contents in a cargo net on a river dock, the slab rose.
Southgate and Togo eaéh grabbed an end. Gershon inched the big truck forward and
slightly to the right.

"Steady &s she goes," Togo shouted.

Wnen the slab was clear of the grave by twenty feet, Gerhson stopped and

- lowered the hook until the concrete cover lay on the ground again. Togo unhitched

the hook. "Take her away," he shouted and motioned Gershon zhead with his

hands.,.



" The truck jumped ahead several yards. Gershon twisted the steering
vheel and put_the gears ih reverse.‘Slcwa, he backed up to the grave again and
lowered the hook,

This time, the heavy straps were slipped under Corriz's casket. and
attached to the hook, Gears groaned and the hook started to 1lift the coffin

 out the ground. When it reached the surface, Togo and Southgate seized the
ends. The casket swayed slightly.

"Easy ° does it,"iTogo shouted.

Southgate held his end steady, The swinging stopped. The casket was
three feet above the ground. The truck crept away and made a wide, slow turn
until itvpassed the back of the van. |

Southgate}motiéned Gershon to stop. Togo swung the doors open to reveal
a,éecond casket of dirty gray wood. A dark mold covered large sections. The.
two men quickly slid it‘out and placéd it on the ground. Gershon watched
from the cab of the tow truck.

Southgate motioned to him. "Back up just a 1ittlé néw."

Gerhson eased the truck into place even with the back dobr’s of the van.
Southgate and Togo‘manuevered one end of the casket onto. the floor. Gershon
hopped out of the truck and joined them. All three eased the casket inéide
and Teogo closed the doors, |

"That couldn't have gone better," Southgate said., He turned to

Gershon. "The tow truck made it easy."
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"7t sure did," Togo put. in.

They walked over to thé other casket.

"You did a beautiful job duplicating mold," Southgate said to
Gershon.‘"It looks like the real KcCoy."

mA little bit of this and é little bi£ of that," Gershon grinned.
“I hope it fools them." He pointed toward Carrie's former grave. "T want to
take a good look at the inside of that vault before we leave, They all must

look the same. Elvis'must be just like it inside.’ I wani 1o make the mix for

his tonight."

Togo and Gershon walked over and peered into the vault. After a short
pause, they jumped inside fo: a closer inspection, Dark mildew stains spotted
- the walls. The floor was discolored»by damp patches. Here and there, they found
. hairline cracks with minute seepage.

"it‘s held up well," Togo said.

"Thank God, or we'd never get away with that wooden coffin," replied
Gershon. He looked Togo in the eye. "hat'!s Brax going fto do if the ﬁndertaker
is suspicicus?" |

“"Don't WOrrye Brax has negotiated with some fellow whose barely making

jt, He's not going to question a thing,"

T hope not."

"Tt's as risk proof as possible. We can't ask for more."

- Togo boosted himself from the vault, followed by Gershon. Along with

Southgate they carried the lighter wooden casket to the grave and: carefully

lowered ite.
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"ifhat's the weight inside?" asked Gershon.
"Animal‘boncs; Enough to equal the weight of a human gkeleton," Southgate replied,
i"I had to give it authenticity. Thay give us ballast now and ashes'latér."

A large plastic sheet was placed over the gravesite.

"That'll protect things until I meet the undertaker here tomorrow
morning," Southgate said. "I told him I'd already have the grave
dpen.“ |

"He didn't think that was odd?" Gershon asked.

"He was very appreciative," said Southgate.

Gershon shrugged. "Don't call him to come for ne,"

"He couldn't even 1lift you," Southgéte deadpanned.

Gershon chuckled and walked to theitcw truck, "I'll see you tonight."
He climbed into the cab aﬁd drove away. |

Togo a.nd Southgate got into the wvan, They drove to the Trimbles

with Cgrrie in the back.

~ Gershon walked to the Trimbles from Graceland shoppihg center,
where he'd parked Southgate'!s convertible. Darkness had just fallen. The

garage doors were closed and the van had been backed in bshind them,
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He‘joiﬁed Togo, Southgate and LN in the gar%ge, where a hospital cart
was level with the van's floor. With his help, Carrie:s casket was pulled
onto the cart and wheeled out the back door of the garage. Earlier, Togo

~and Southgate had put planks over the steps down into the back door of *he
basement, Now, the four conspirators guided the cart cautiously down the
Tamp, Gershon was in front, his back pressed against the casket as it
shifted slightly forward.

"Careful now," Southgate said, "Ease it down."

The front wheels reached the basement floor. Togo and Southgate
inched the cart forward until it was safely inside. At the tunnel entrance
the casket was transfer red to the sled whlch once held the lance pump., A
five-sixteenth steel cable was already hooked to the sled. Far down the

‘ tunnel a winch was anchored to two; four foot long metal pipes driven deep
into the'ground.

"Turn on the pcwer," Southgate said.

Togo dlsapnearnd into the darkened passageway, where the winch motor.

-was attached to a car battery. He fllcked the switch .and the steel cable began to wind
slcvly around a steel drum., The sled gave a sllght jerk and began to slide

laboriously into the tunnel. Gershon and Southgate guided it encouragingly.

The cable groanea. The sled rumbled down the incline inside the entrance and

then moved along thekstraight away.
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Progress was steady but unspectacular, About half ira‘y down the
tunnel it reached the pipes, ﬁhich were then removed and‘replanted against-y
the vault deep inside the chamber. The winch was attached #nd the steel cable
~ was. hooked onto the sled again. Togo kicked on the power and once more the
sled with the casket eased forward.

A flashlight beain-played along the damp tunnel walls as IN lighted
the way ahead for Gershon and Southgate._ |

"A little left now," Southgate cailed out.

Gershon adjusted the sled accordingly and they moved on yard by yard until
the sled was safely within the chamber. There it was tucked away ‘bo the right
of Elvis! vault. |

"Less trouble than I thought," 'SOuthgate"said,’gratified.

"But still a fair night's work," Togo added.

Shortly a.f‘_cer nine o'clock Monday morning, Southgate watched a black
hearse roll along the road towards Carrie's grave. He waved as it approached.
The vehicle stopped near the grave and a lean, bony man with a patrician nose
ste;;ped out of the passenger side into the sunshine. "Good morniﬁg, Mr.
Southgate."

"Hello, Mr, Foley,"

"Nice day isn't it."
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Southgate nodded. Mr., Foley motioned to the driver and directed
him to back the hearse up near the grave, He turned back again to Southgate.
"Thé other boys are right behind us." He looked down the gravel road, where
a swirl of dust rose off in the Aistance. "There they are now,"
N Southgate saw a black panel truck approach, When it was close enough,
he could see three men squeezed in the front seat.

ﬁThe boys will close the grave after we're gone, Mr. Southgate, if
you want them to. No extra charge,"

"That would save me coming back," Southgate said.

Mr; Foley glanced tqwérds the freshly dug trench. "Let's get the
plastic off boys," he shouted. He turned to Southgate agéin. "You'lve saved
alot of time already by having it opened."

"There wasn't much dirt to move, Just that onrtopvof the vault."

"You've taken care of the monument?"

"ies. That'l1l be removed‘tomorrow. Then we'll seed the area."

"Mr, Westfall vwill be pleased.,"

""I hope he will.,"

The undertaker walked to the grave, v ich was open now. The plastic
sheet had been folded in half and lay several feet away. The men already had
ﬁhe straps under the coffin.

"Bring it up carefully, boys," Mr. Foley directed.
Once above the ground, the casket was wrapped in the plastic and

carried to ﬁhe hearse,
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"You follow us, Mr. Southgate. We're going directly to Hope
cemeteny.ﬁ |

"Okah, Mr. Foley."

The hearse pulled away followed by-Southgate's convertible, In his
rear view mirror, Southgate could see the men strugzle with the too of the
vault. The tow truck was easier, He thought. Mark one up for.Gershon.

As the hearse neared Memphis the traffic increased and Southgate
- stayed close behind. Inside the cemetery, the tree lined drive wound around
to the crematorium., Southgate pulled up behind the parked hearse. Mr. Foley
came around the the driver's side of the convertible and leaned inside the
window. "Come with me, Mr. Southgate, You'll have to witness this."

The two men walked inside the gray stone building in silence. In a few
’minutes the caske£ was carried in and placed on a metal conveyor. The attendant,
a sallow skinned man with brown hair in tcusled disdrder, pushed a button
and the belt began to move, The furﬁace doors opened automatically as
the casket avproached. The casket glided in among the orange and blue

flames and disappeared as the doors closed.
Southgzate shivered involuntarily. The undertaker turned to him. "That's
. to be done with the ashes?%
"Scattered over the farm, I'll pick them up when they're ready,"
Thé to men walked from the building. Mr.vFoley said, "I was surpriséd

to see a wooden casket in a vault. But itkworked out real fine.,"

SHEREE BE00E R



Chapter Thirty Three

Togo entered the tunnel shortly after dark on Monday night
: carrying‘a black metal case about sixteen inches long and three inches
square in one hand. This was the laser he'd borrowed earlier that day
from the Delta college physics department.
He was accompanied by Southgate and Gershon, LN was in the back
yard putting Elvie through his paces with the suede bag. Southgate was in
the lead carrying a flashlight. He'd switched on the fan as he passed. The
men walked along silently1and slightly stooped over to avoid hitting the
- suppar t beams,
They were inwardly excited but outwardly subdued. Of the three, only
Togo had experience with.a laser.. He would direct this final step of their
undergfound operation.'When‘they reached the chamber; Southgate switched
on the floodligh%. The white glare bounced back at them off the vault,
Gershon shivered, "I feel as if I've just walked into the tomb of
an ancient Egyptian king," he said. "i don'tt feel like I'm just a few feet
under Memphis."
"Your own muscle helped get us here," Southgate replied.
"I know., But somehow, éﬁddenly, it feels liké’so much more than
just moving all that dirt,"
"It's a new king in a new era,"vSouthgate said.
Togo plugged iﬁ the laser as they talked. The same ten horsepower
motor that earlier drove the hydraulic lance woukd energize the carbon dixoide

enclosed in a skinny glass caftridge inside the case when he was ready.
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He pulled a tape measure from hisvpocket and walked to the
vault.‘”I need two of you to help me measure,' he called out, Both
Gershon and Southgate jumned to his side. Togo ben£ down and placed: the
end of the rule at the bottom of the vault amd measured upbfour inches,
He made a mark and repeated the ritual three feet to his right.

"You two hold the tape on those dots," he said, pulling a Magic
Marker from his other pocket. Carefully, he drew a three foot line along
the top of the metal rule, Then he measured up four féet from each end,
made*sure the lines were straight and with Southgate and Gershon again
hbldingvthe rule taut, he drew two more.lines on the vaalt. He cqmpleted
the square with a line‘across the top.

All three men stepped back. Togo donned safety glasses and a
surgical mask. He walked forward. again until he was about ten inches from
- the vault, the lasertinvhis hands., For a moment‘he stood in fron{‘of the
line on the right side of the wault. Then, he switched on the laser. and
began to move it up the mark about an inch every two and & half seconds,
The 5,000 watt beam, emitted from a tiny hole no bigger than é pencil
dot, cut a line so fine it was glmbst Invisible,

SeVen‘times he went attentively up and dovmn the line, slightly
beveling the cut., As the beam vaporized £he concrete, .2 fine dust spray
rose along the wall, After the seveﬁth incision, he clicked off the laser.
"If I've figured correctly, we're througk on that side," he said. As he
lowered the laser his arms trembled.from the tension.

"Could I do one?" Southgate asked.
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"I think so," replied Togo. "I‘can't do:them all and maintain
the accuracy we want, The cutting isv Just too intense,”

Southgate picked up the laser and walked to the left line.

"Dontt forget"the bevel," Togo reminded him, "It's going to make
it that much harder to see the cut from the inside."

Southgate nodded. Togo sat down, his back against the dirt wall. He
pusped his arms in and cut to regain circulation. "That's a biteh," he said
to.Gershon. "But it's important that the line be precise,!

"You did a nice job," Gershon said,

Ahead of them, Southgate tracked the beam along the black line through
| ﬁhe safety glass‘es; The surgical mask protected him from the dust ’ﬁhat swirled
off of the concrete, Fifteen minutes later he finished the seventh sweep of .
the mark, As his concentration rela;ced,he became aware of the strain in his arm
muscles, He' let the‘ laser drop to his side as he clicked it off. For a moment,
-his arms ‘tingled,

"Two down and two to go," Southgate said, ‘turning to his companions,
He held the laser out to Gershon, "You're next," he said,

Gérshgnv took the safety glasses and surgical mask,

"Do the top line," Togo said.

Gershon began his cut from left to right. He movéd smoothly along
‘the line, his concentration deep. Sdﬁthgate and Togo watched in silence.
as the beam moved back and foi‘th. The chamber was quiet, the 1aserv

noiseless, Twelve minutes passed.
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Gershon turned away from the vault. "That's my seventh time," he

~said, shutting down the lsser, He rubbed a forearm. "It feels a little

prickly."
Togo and Souﬁhgate approached the v;ult. "The bottom cut is a bit
tricky," Togo said. "If we gc.all the way through, we'll burn a line across
the end of the casket. We don't want to do that. I suggest we cut in for
three and three-fourths inched and then stop with. juSt a quérter of an inch
still anchoreds"
"will the break be clean?" Southzate asked.
nTt should be," Togo told him.
"Ibleavé it w to you," Southgate replied.
naA1l right, Let's each take the beam along the bottom line twice.
You start, Brax." | |
Southgate turned on the 1aéer and‘traced the beaﬁ'over and backlalong
the line, Gershon was next, then Togo. They stood back and stared at the vault.
"Well, that's it," Southgate said. "The cutting is done." He turned and reached

for the drill beside him on the floor, quickly made two holes part way into

“the face of the vault and'put in bolts. He pulled on the bolts and the block tipped

toward him, : ’ -
Togo and Gershon each grabbed a side and delicately pulled dowrwarsd
until the cut section of concrete broke off at the bottom. They lifted it

out and leaned it against the dirt wall. Togo jabbed the flashlight inside

of the tomb. Directly ahead of him, almost touching his nose was one end of

Elvis! casket.
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. Gershon and Southgate croﬁded in on each side of it. Togo flashed
the -lisght around. it was so still, they could hear one another breathe.-
Then, in one of the far corners of the vault, a cricket chirpedf

I'11 be darmmed," Southgate said.'VEveﬁ down here he has
music M

Togo pulled back the flashlight and they inSpectéi‘the botton
cut. The break was clean. "Slick as a whistle," Gershon commented. Next,
they examined the bevel all around the square.‘When they were finished,
Southgate turned to Togo. ﬁClose to perfection," he said.

"Chalk one up for the laser," replied Togo. "ihen the biock goes
back in, it'1ll be nearly impossible to tell it has ever been,oﬁt, especially
frém the inside." |

Southgate laughed., "That's our intention."

"Letis get the ice," Togo said.

The threé men exited from the tunnel and went upstairs to the
garage, where they drove away in the van. Aﬁ the corner of Dolan drive
kthe:}, surned right into U.S. 51 and ‘-ro]__l‘ed past Graceland to the Arctic Ice
company five miles north, |

Arétic Ice had besen a wholesaler;in cubes, crushed and block ice |
for more than eighty years. It was open twenty four hours a day the vear

around and supplied everyone from housewives buying several bags of cubes
for a cocktail party %o calerers who made huge ice sculptures for lavish

club and convention dinners.
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The conspirators bought four one hundred pound blocks, loaded
“ them into tne back: of the van and returned to the Trlmbles, where they
carv1°d each block to the tunnel entrance in a large, heavy gray tarpaualin,
Then, the hard work began. One at a time, each block was dragged on the canvaé
through'the tunnel to the chamber. Bach trip was slow, torturous and sweaﬁy
with Gershon doing Yyeoman's service.

Finally, when the last block rested just outside the vault, Gershon
lifted the end of the coffin closest to him and Southgate slipped
a roll bar, six inches in diameter, underneath as far as possible, then a second
one nearer the: end., After that, Gershon gently lowered the casket and Togo
turned - on the laser and Bégan cutting the first ice block into five inch thick
pieces which Gershon and Southgzte quickly slipoed under and~éroﬁnd the
caéket.

When the last block was cut and its piéces in place, ice covered

th

(¢

entire floor of the vault. Gershon again lified the gnd of the coffin
and Southgate removed the roll bars so the casket rested on the "icé.

"Let's sst up the winch," Togo‘said. |

Half an hour later the steel cables of the winch were attached to
the handles of the casket.~Southgate called to ngo to turn on. the power.
 The cables tightened and the.caéket began to move slowly from the vault onto
a sled, guided by Gefshon and Southgate, without leaving a mark. Once +he

ice melted and the water was sucked away there wouldn't be a irace of -

evidence as to how the c¢asket had peen removed.
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‘Just then, a light flashed back down in the tunnel. Slowly,
it came nearer. IN stepped into the chamber and watched the three men
push the casket against the wall opposite Carrie's.
"You fre just in time," Southgate said, turning %o IN. "We've
got Elvis," _
| LN'tiptoed forward, looking first on one side of the chamber, %then
theiother. Gershon put his ear down on Elvis! casket. "I can hear him
laughing," he said. "He'd really get a kick out of what we're doing," He
looked up at Southgate. "He wouldn't want Weber to be governor either.m
Southgate put his hand on Gershon's shoulder, "Let's take a look
inside the vault," Southgate said. |
The two’men crawled inside. Southgate turned the flashlight on the
far end. They moved closer, Near fhe top, across a light 1éyer of grayish
green mold, wés a cut three feet long where the laser beaﬁ had struck,
Gershon examined i% closely. "I can make it over so no one wili
ever see that mark," he said.,
"And these?" Southgate asked, pointing to the cuts going downward,

"Those, %oo."
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rshon vanished into the tunnel, Five minutes later he»returned

with two buckete and rc—eﬁtered the vault; "I‘need a light in here," he
’called out. Southgate crept inside with a flashlight which he held over
Gershon's shoulder as he worked, |

With quick, easy strokes, Gershon touched up the wail With the
mix from one of the buckéts. He stepped bacic. Southgate flashed the
}light on. the area,

"The top cut needs more swork," Gershon said.

He stepped forward with the other bucket. Southgate held the beam
Steady. Gershon made a dab near the left end of the line und another in -
| _the middle, He stepped‘badc‘again. "That does it," he said after a moment's
study.

"My feet are cold," Southgate said stomping on the ice.

‘GerShon picked up his buckets and iumbered‘out of the vault followed

by Southgate, who motioned to Togo. "Let's get Carrie inside the vault,"

he said,



3l

‘then the second casket was lined up withvthe hole in the wvault,
Gershon was on one side and Togo and Southgzate in the other. Together,
they moved the front charily onto the ice. Gershon then lifted the back
end and Togo and Southgate each ook a side, They pushed the casket cautiously
forward, Like a helmsman on the River Styx, Gershon adjusted the casket's
weight as it glided &cross the'icevinto place. As the ice melied, Carrie's
cacket-settled onto the vault fleor without a ﬁark and the water was reméved,

Together, the trie lifted the block, spread epoxy along the edges,
andbnudged it tightly back into the beveled frame, They braced it securely
with several two by fours anchored into the ground.

"I1d say this calls for a celebration," 1IN said.

"Good idea," responded Southgate.

"1 just happen to have a Pottle of champagne upstairs,” she said.

Everyone laughed.

Southgate uncorked a bottle of chilled Dom Perignon over the

kitchen sink,
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beside him for glasses.

"ie've come a long way," she replied.

"Te haven't won the world series yet," Southgate said, "But I'd
say we'lve done somsthing comparable to capturing a pennant,"

"Yeah," Gershon put in, "bring on the TV cameras,"

IN placed the giasses on the table and Southgate poured, He 1lifted
his to the center of the table. The otheré did likewise, The glasses
clinked.

"Here's to Elvis," Southgate said,

"To Elvis," repeated the others.

‘The jangle of thetelephone startled them. LN quickly dreined her
glass and picked up the receiver, All eyes were on her, She was silent.
for -a moment, listening., Finally, she said, "This is lMiss Walters,"

She put her hand .over the mouthpiece and Whispered,'"lt's Mrs.,
Trimble." |

Togo glanced at Southgate.

LN paused, listening again. "L&erything is fine here," she said after a moment,
"Yes, all's quiet and the neighbors are fine. Hew about you? Are you
having a good time?" |

IN nodded as she listened. "That's wonderful, I'm .o glad. .t
She made a thumbs > motion to the others. |

Southgate smiled and poured everyone another round,
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"Now, don't worry about a thing., Just enjoy yourselves." LN
shrugged her shoulders. "If anything goes wrong, I'll give you a call."
Koments passed. "I'll be there to meet you, hear, Bye now." LN placed
the phone back in its wall hook. and turned to the others. "They're having
a great time but she worfies about the house,"

"We'll give it a good cleaning when we leave," Togo said.

Southgate raised his glass zgain, "To the Trimbles, without whom

this drink would not be possible.t

"To the Trimoles," chanted the'others.
3

Togo began to hum, then sing the words of "Take my body, Take my soul,
Take my body with the rock '™n roll." One by one, *he others joined in. As the
words. came forth, the four censpirators entwined their arms around each other,
swaying as they sang. 1t was a scene wrapped in mysticism, the four of them
moving in unison to the music, their bodies quivering and their faces etchad
wiﬁh‘entrancemente

"This song should pe pubiished,“ LN said as the last note faded aray, "I ﬁish
I knew the composer." |

Southgate stcle a quick glance at Togo. "If we had a contest with it,
" the wfiter might come forward, If not, the royalities, if any, could be held

in escrow for the library."

MThat kind of a contest, Brax 7" IN asked.
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. Southgate thought for a moment. "A sound-a-like contest. Entrants
‘would be judged onr how much they sounded like Elvis aé they sang the song.
Wwe could make the coniest a condition of our sale of the story to the
networks." | |

"fonderful," exclaimed LN.
"It's séttled then," Southgate said., "I'll propose it when I contact
the networks,"

They began to sing again.

A I AR



Chapter Thirty Four .

_ The sky was clear and blue again the next morning. IN drév.e Southgate

and Toge to the Memphis airport, where eé.ch of the men checked through a smsall
suitcase at thé Delta Air Lines ticket counter.

The clerk, a saucy brunette with a short feather cut, eyed the
'b.rown similated leather *Eote bag in Southgate's hand, "Sir, that would ride
éasier in the luggage c’onpartmen‘b.‘"
' Southgate shook his head. "No, I'1l keep it with me."
' She made another attempt. "It'll have to ride on the floor between .

: your legs,™ .

Southgate nodded and turnéd away. "I wouldn't want these to go astray,"
be said to his traveling companion, ligh‘ialy jiggling the frequency hoppers.
Togo laughed, "Yeah, it's okah to chénce.losing our underwear, |

though."

"Better our underwear tha.n our’_shirt, " Southgate replied, his
éyes straight and @lmking.

IN sniled.‘ The three walked briskly along the concourse to the
flight gate of the Nem York bound jet. It was a red letter day for them,
the time for eperation Elvis te go public. All of the preliminary work
was done. The next step was to contact that great American markétplace

for sensationalism, the televisien networks.

3kt
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- The responsibiiity for this was Southgate's, The others stood by
to ‘help if needed bﬁt heiwas now their main conduit for faking.care of
bﬁsiness, as Elvis would szy. The bur&en for the balance of the project
rested primarily on his shoulders. He was to be their sole negotiator.

"There'!s gate nineteen," Togo exclaimed, pointing ahead., The others
saw it. "Flight 84, Departs New York City 10:03 a.m."

LN looked at her watch. "Fifteen minutes*yet." The three of them
huddléd together in the concourse as other passengers boarded. "Good luck,"
she éaid. She kissed Southgate on the cheek, then, impulsivel& gave Togo a
loving hug. |

"Wa'll call you later today or tomorrow," Southgate Said.

IN nodded,"Take care of yourselves,"

Southgate and Togo showed théir boarding passes to the gate
attendant, gébé.ﬁﬂ a final wgve and disappeared into the plane, Aimost
instantly, Southgate reappeared. He motioned to LN, "Don't forget te
post the notices'canceiing our classes,”

- "I won't,"

"Both mine and Togo's give the assignments for the rest of
the weelk,"

"Check," she saids

Inside the plane, the two men settled into their seats with
the tote bag between Southgate's legs. "ell, old friend, I'm ready for
-a nap," Southgate séid. He rested his head on the back of his seat. and was

asleep before the plane took off.
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When he awoke, the big jet had begun its descent into La Guardia
f-iéld. The steady roar of 'the engines haﬁ bécome a‘ soft purr as the nl-ne
glided domnward. For a moment, Southgate viewed the Marhattan skyline, then
he turned to Tege. "Did you catch your ewn forty winks?" he ‘asked.
His old friend shook his head. "I was just day-dreéﬁ:‘u_xg."
The lines beside Southgate eyes érinkle‘i. "About.m?-"
Tago hesitated, 'tes,v"’ he answered finally, . He felt ‘bis heart tighten.
Good naturedly, Southgate neodded. ¥You go for her,don't yeu?"
It seemed;a real question. Toego smﬂed and ansre'red, Tshe's -.;alo’o of
woman, Brax. I'm v=ry fond of ﬁer. After a split second pause, he added,
"I know you are ‘be&."' . |
Southgate'!s eyes wandered about the gabin. His gaze returned to Togo
at last. "In a different way, I think, IN and I are ‘like a pair "of old shoes,
we're comfortable together through long wear. We enjoy a close companionship.
- But you love her. vI don't." |
Togo stared out the cabin window for.a nbnén’c. "l always assured otherwise -
~ about you. " ‘
"Everyone does. Until now that was fine. But that huz she gave you
todzy was for real,™
"You thought so, te6?"

"It was pretty obvious."
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The plane's wheels touched the runway and its engines boomed into
reverse, Near the end of the field, the pitch changed and they quieted.
The plane turned and lumbered toward the terminal.

Southgate looked directly at Tege, "I wouldn't waste any more time,"

nT'm se used to thinking in terms ef you and LN."

"You have my blessing.”

After the plane came to a halt, Toge sat still for several moments
before wnfastening his seat belt, He rose slowly, as if his thoughts were
elsewhere, |

"We're back to earth," Southgate said, picking up the tote bag.

Togo laughed., "Maybe yeu are,"

The -thoughts of LN faded into the bustle of the terminal., After a
short wait to pick up their luggage, the twe men hailed a cab.

"Where to, Mac?" the cabbie asked.

WThe Plaza," Seuthgate told him,

_Back in Memphis that afternoon, Van Weber put aside his official
duties and pressed down a button on his inter-com,
- "Yes, sir?" a pleasant woman's voice»answerei.
nLibby, get me Gha.riey Jones on the phone, please," As an afterthought,
the Shelby county district attorney general added, "before yeu‘do that, pour

me a cool glass of wine,"
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"Yes, sir,"

A moment later, a pretity blende entered the high ceilinged courthouse
office and went directly to a cabinet of fichly paneled wood, where she
opened a small refrigeratbr and removed a bottle of imported German wine,
Weber liked sweet, white wines., This particular bottle was a spatlese,
1975 vintage.

The woman, with a deft flick of her wrist, pulled the cork from the
bottle opened the previous day and emptied the cool, amber liquid :i.n‘bé a
chilled goblet, She wiped the fog from the outside of the glass with a
small towel and handed the law officer his drink, He sipped it greedily,

"Anbrosia, 1dbby, pure ambrosia,”

Weber had discovered his taste for sweet wines on a vacation with
his wife a decade earlier in the grape growing regions of West Germany.
Since then, it had been his custom to stop work in nid-jafternoen for a
‘relaxing drink.

Spatlese, which translated means "late picking," was his favorite,
He'd delved into its history to find that spatleses are made from special
grapes left on the vine te further ripen for two or three weeks after the
regular harvest. This let them turn semi-raisiny with a sugar crust. Weber
learned that tiae purpose was to increase .the sugar content of the wine and give . |
it a fuller body and flavor. |

Weber took a full swallew, "Now, Itm rea.éy for Chaflq.”
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Charley Jones was the chief executive officer of the Second
Tennessee bank and a fellow member of the prestigious Secret Seciety of
the Boll Weevils, one of the eight histeric krewes of the Cotton Carnival.
This year the Shelby county district attorney gerneral was the Grand Bug
of his organization. |

Libby 1eft, .clesing the door behind her. A short time later the
inter-com on Weber's desk buzzed. ‘He “pushed.down a button. "I have Mr,

d @s for you," | | |

Weber picked up the telephone on another-cormer .of -his desk, still
holding the wine goblet in his other hand. "Hello, Charley, It's almost
D—day. How are we coming with the money ex.hibit?“

"We'll have it ready, Van, den't your worzf."

"A1l two million?" |

"Every dollar."

"That's excitihg.vNot many people have ever seen that much money in
one place,"

"I haven't."

"The perfect example. Even you, a bank president, will be a spectator
in the lobby of his own institution," |

"You'll have to stop by for an early peek, Van. The glass case, with
all its slectrenic sécﬁrity devices, is going in temorrow. We want to test

it for a few days."
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"I want to. I want to."
The @n@ display was Weber's idea, as a project for the boll weevils,
to show the daily contribution-cotton made to the economy of Memphis and
he was the display's most enthusiastic supporter. As the Grand Bug of his krewe,
he'd overseen the plans and guided the work, Now, he was eager to see the resﬁlts
of his labors.
"Fhen shall I come over?" he asked.
"How about noon tomorrow and I'll treat you to lunch in our
executive dining room." |
"Outstanding, I'11l see you then,"
‘Weber set the réceiver down in its cradle. He leaned baek in his tall,

blue leather judge's chair and savored another sip of the spatlese while he

considered the pleasures of holding the noble title of Grand Bug.

Togo and Southgate arose early the next morning, After a hearty
breakfast they took a taxi to Grand Central station, where they setkup '
shop in the last booth in a rew of twelve telephones. Southgate slipped
his coins into the slot and dialed. |

"Good morming, Conbinental Broadcasting Corporation," an efficient
sounding woman's voice answered,

Southgate glanced at his wristwatch. The time was 10:10. "Good morning,"

| he i-aplied. "Kyd Jordan, please,"
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"One moment,™

Southgate heard several clicks and a woman's voice said, "Mr,
Jordan's office."

"This is Police Chief Murphy," Southgate said boldly. "I'd like
to talk to Kyd."

"Just a minute, chief,” the voice advised, "He just walked in."

Southgate waited patiently on hold until a deep baritone voice
said, "Kyd Jordan speaking., How are you chief?"

"Sorry to mislead you,Mr.Jordan, but I'm not Chief Murphy," Southgate
said apologetically, then quickly added, "I do have the story of the year for
you, however," , |

Kyd Jordan snorted resignedly, "They all say that." Almost wearily
he said, "What's yours?" | |

Southgate‘relaxed.' He knew he could say his piece now. "It involves
a world famous personality but I don't want to discuss the matter over the
telephone," | |

"Who's the personality?” the jourmalist interrupted.

"Let!s put it this way, Mr. Jordan, I have an important story for
you. There are conditions on it. If you're interested, I want further discussion
of my terms to take place over a frequency hopper I'll provide. Tou can signal
your willingness tonight with the code phrase, 'now a word from my iriendly

sponsor. '
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Abruptly, Southgate hung up. In quick sucgsession, he delivered

the same message to the anchormen atCBS, NBC and ABC.

Kyd Jordan peered at the silent receiver in frustration. He wanted
to hear more, He prided himself on his nose for news and despite the vagueness -
of the voice's information his instincts told him to follow up the call, He
looked at the words.h» scribbled .on his note pad as the voice talked. Dis-
couraged at their sparcitsr, he shook his head and buzzed his secretary. "Is
Clay in?"

WI'1 checklir, Jordan,"

®If he's around, ask him to come see me,"

,Jordan took off his suit coat and hung it in his closet. Clzyten
Granger, producer of CNC'S‘ "The Nightly News," stuck his curly gray head
around the door,

"You wanted to see me, Kyd?"

"Ilve jﬁst had a strange call, Ordinarily, I'd write it off as one
‘more cra.nk-but Itve got a gut feéling I oﬁght to follow {'hreugh on this one.
 There was something about the way he came across.™"

Jordan quickly outlined the sparse details,
"That's not much for a commitment by us.”

n1T4!'s only a promise to talk further. It's nothing concrete as far as

any terms go,"
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l"Wha’c, if he turns oﬁt to be a nute ‘a. crazy bombthrower. We'd only
be encouraging him for the ultimate letdown, Then what?®

"C'mo:A, Clay, we get all kinds of cranksv a.lready."}

Granger looked Jordan straight in the eye. "Alright, you make the
Judgment call then," |

"Include the code phrase tonight."

In early afterncon, Southgate called IN at her office on the
"Delta campus. "I've talked to all four networks and I need a couple .
of monitors," he explained.
"Which channels?" she questioned.
"You and Gershon split NBC and ABC between you. Togo and I'1l watch
‘Continental and CBS from here,™ |
"_pr'@yvour calls go?" )
1¥yd Jordan seemed genuinely intamsfad. The ‘others
s0-so, I had the'feeling they thought I was just another crank,"
"fe only need one,"
"It would be slick to hawve them bid against each other."
"Are we 1i§taning for the original code phrase?®
- "Check," Southgate said, then a.dded,- "there's someone here who wants

to talk to you."
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He stepped back and handed the receiver to Togo‘

"Hi," he said.

"Hi yourself,“. IN replied, a 1il%t in her voice.

"How"re things?"

"It's beautifui here,"

"New York,too,"

"Well, don't take too large a bite from the Big Apple," she
laughed, Seriou.é again, she asked, "will you‘be home for the opening of
" the Cotton Carnival Friday night?"

"Depends on our negotiations-;"

?'_I'J.l be anxious to see you.">

"Same ﬁe_ré.."

He turned to Southgate. "Amything else to say to LN?" Southgate

'shook his head and Togo signed off,

Soﬁthga'ae openéd the aoor »between the adjoining hotel rooms, "For
God's sake listen carefully,” he admonished, |
"You, too," Togo replied., "Somehow, I feel this is the most crucial
- moment since we started.® o
HAgreed, It would be awful to arrange a party and have nobody

come "
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Togo walked over to the television set in his room and tuned in the
CBS network station in New York City.  He glanced at his watch, which
read six minutes until seven ofclock, He adjusted the sound, then stepped
back and sat down on his bed to wait.

Through the open doorway he saw Southgate adjust an identical set
in his own room. Togo nervously loosened his tie. The minutes ticked by. His
e&es were glued to the screen, The GBS logo appeared and dissolved into the
network. newsroom in New York;

. "The CBS Evening News with PelerFford," a voice-over boomed,

The anchorman appeared with the customary stern look on his face.
"Good evening. In the mideast today, Israel unexpectedly softened its demands
for new negotiations with the Arab states over the Palestinian issue."” Togo
raised an eyebrow., "The Israeli move came in sm address to the Knesset by
the Prime ¥inister in which he outlined the Jewish state's continuing efforts
to brihg peace_to that strife ridden area of the world, And now from our
correspondent in Tel Aviv,"

Togo leaned back on his bed. In the adjoining room Southgate watched
Kyd Jordan on the Continental chanhel. "The reaction from the PLO was
immediate," Jordan said, "Yasser Araiat, the Aféb érganization leader said
the Israeli staten;ent didn't bring the two factions one grain of sand closer

to peace. We go now to our correspodent in Beirut for an exclusive interview

* with the PLO chieftan,"
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Southgate anxiously tapped a foot en the floor, Jordan
reappeared on the screen and the program broke for a commerical without
a mention of the code phrase. He stuck his head in Toge's room with one
ear still cocked towérd his own TV. ‘"Anything?"

" "Not yet." ﬁ

Southgate gave his full attention to the screen again as Kyd
Jordan appeared again. Thé newscaster'!s next story covered the day's events
in Washington. Then he moved on to an earthquake in Ceniral America, Southgate
continued to listen intently as Jordan said, "For American motorists there'!s good
news., A large oil strike is reported in northwest‘Canada near the Arctic Circle,
Early estimates predict one of the major finds of the last twenty years. This
wbrd, coupled with a continuing glut of mideast oil on the world market, leads
governmént officials be believe the downward drop in gasoline prices will
| continue. Some experts predict that gasoline will sell far as low as ons dellar
and ten cents a gallon by early next year."”

The camera zoomed in for a cleseup on Jordan. He paused and stared
straight into its lens, a sly look on his face. "ow a word from my friendly
sponsor,"

"Wahoo," Southgate shouted and jﬁmped up from his chair. His arms shot
above his head as he danced a little jig around the room. "Jordan bought it.
Jordan bought it." He reached down and lowered the volume of his set and

joined Togo.
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"Jordan accepted," he whispered.

"Great," Togo said as CBS faded into yet another commerical without
any acknowledgement of Southgate'!s call. "That's two opportunities gone,* Togo told his
co-conspirator, |

"Don't give up yet,.,“ Southgate encouraged.

The two sat in silence and watched the next segment of news, Again there
‘was a commercial interruption without results. .."Doesn't look good," Togo said
dejectedly. | | |

"You maybe right."

Ford signed off. "We're st 1l batting five hundred," Togo said.

"T never did think we'd get all four of them," Southgate said. He reached
for the telephone and called LN, "How'd we do?" he askéd immedj.ately when she
answered., o |

#Zilch," she replied.

"Cheer up. Kj’d Jordan came through,” Southgate said.

"I always did like him." Southgate could feel her smile through the
telephone,

"Well, sit tight while I contact Jordan," Southgate told her. He hung
up the receiver and turned to Togo. "I'm going to shower. Then let's have
a celebration dinrier.“ |

"I11] be ready in fifteen minutes," Togo replied, an inflection of

wvictory in his vo:[cé.-, i
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Chapter Thirty Five

Early the next morning, Southgate thumbed through the yellew
pages of the telephone directory in search of a messemger service, 'Here's '
one," he said to Togo placing a finger on a small ad two-thirds ef the way
down the columm, "Gotham Messenger Serviece, Opven 2ly hours, Uniformed
couriers. Deliver anything- anywhere."

He put the phone to his ear and:touchégl the push buttons. Ry‘ohmic
electronic beeps transmitted the mumbers'A male voice answered, "Gotham
‘ Messenger Service, Clar-ke.". Southgate arranged for a messenger to pick up
an énvelope in forty Mutes from the bell eap’céin at the New York Hiltom,
several blocks from thekPlaza. |

"And the naﬁe; please?"

| "Willismson." |

Southgate replaced the receiver and placed a key to a lecker in
Grand Central statien in a manila envelope, sealed it and printed XYD
JORDAN, CBC, ROCKEFELLER CENT“ER on the outside. On another, larger envelope,
he printed GOTHAM MESSENGER SERVICE. In the'latter, he put the money to pé,y for

the service amd the 'smaller envelope to Kyd Jerdan,
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Thirty five minutes later, he and Togo stood in the bright,
contemporary lobby of the.HiltOn with their eyes fixed on the entrance,
In a skert time, an attractive, young black woman appeared, dressed in a
neat, green uniform and cap with the words GOTﬁAM MESSENGER SERVICE
stitched above the breast pecket. ,

The th men watched as she stepped wp to the desk of the beil
captaix, whe, after a short comversatien, reached in a drawer and handed
her the envelope. She turned and hurried from the lobby into the

street,

“The A@e Rent-A-Truck agency's garage was in an industrial area
on the lower east side.

"How long do youse gmyal want dis?" thq,dispatcher asked, He was flat
nosed and barrel chested. One eye turned_outward and made him an ugly man.

"When do you close?" Southgate asked.

"Nine o'clock, If youse ain'f back by den, youse gotta pay anudder
day."

"Fair enough," Southgéte,replied.

Tbgo'opened his wallet and gave the man five twenties for their

deposit., In return; he was handed the ignition key and the rental contract

which had been made up in advance after Sou*thgate's call.
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"Number eleven," the clerk said. lv'I'l:‘s all gassed up and
ready to go.% |
- Togo and;Sduthgate exited, The garage smelled of eil and grease. In
back; sgveral mechanics huddled ever engines, When thef reached their
panel;trﬁck, the two men from Memphis pulled coveralls‘from their tote %ag,

took off their suit coats and slipped into the work clothes. Togo climbed

behind the steering wheel and.turned on the motor as Southgate settled into

the passenger seat.

Togo eased the truck out into the heavy traffic and headed for
Reckefeller Center, Southgate pulled a frequency hopper from the tote bag
and looked .at his watch, Eleven—thirty. His first call to Jerdan was
scheduled‘for-noon per instructions sent in his letter with the messenger, He
hoped he'd given Jﬁrden enough time to pick wuwp the frequency'hopper left for
him in the lecker at Grand Central.

Togo manuevered the panel itruck to the curb in front of the big gray

office building, Southgate'climbed to the rear and loocked out the back

windows., Gézing upward, he thought, "He's there, forty.floors above us."

Seuthgate checked his watch again, Eleven fifty-seven., He called to Togo, "If

you see anything suspicious drive away.! He scanned the lunch hour strollers

- erowding the sidewalk, Eleven fifty-eight. He stirred restlessly and raised

the aerial on his freqneucy hovper. Dewn the street a traffic light éhanged.
Eleven fifty-nine. A horn hénked, Seu%hgate watched the seconds tick by en
his watch. Twelve o'clock, |

| He.flicked the radio's switch om. "This is Hound Dog," he said in a low,

even voice, "Are you there,Kyd Jordan?"
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"I'm here," came the reply. The newscaster mentioned the warble
in the sound caused by é variable delay circuit Southgate had installed
in his.frequency hopper for randgﬁ distortion.
Southgate's heart juﬁped. "That's to disguise ny voice," he said, "New,
let's get down to business,®
| "ihe ball's in your court.”
Southgate's throat was dry. He swallewed and moistened his lips. "This
involves Elvis Presley."'
-"Heis dead," came the prompt reply.
"I have his bedy." |
There was a momént's silence. "Jesus," Jordaﬁ mttered,
‘UI4's your story for two million dollars and two minutes of air time."
"T can't promise you tbat.“
‘"That's my price plus the network sponsorship of an Elvis music contest."
"Whe ére you?t o |
TJust call me Hoﬁnd Dog. "
"Well, the name's appropriate enough," Jordan replied., "The song was
certainly one of Elvis' biggest hits."
"It all ties together."
Ferty floers up, beads of sweat dotted Jordan's forehead, "What'll
we do?" hevscribbléd on a piece of paper and shoved it over to Granger‘sittingv
beside him. "We need more time, Stall," Granger meuthed.
"e need more time," Jordan said aloud. "How can I get back to you?"
"How much time?"
"T don't know,"

“You're stalling," Southgate said flatly.
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Jordan glanéed at Granger in consternation, "Three hours," he
begged, "Give us three hours." |

"Fair enough," Sou*bhgabe said quickly. "I'll contact you at three
o'clock." the air went dead. | |

MWhat'll we do?" Granger asked.

"Talk to the old man," Jordan replied.

"Ihe an;:homan and his producer stepped off of the elevator into
. the hush .of the carpeted, fiftieth floor foyer of CBC's executive
 suite. . |

 "He's expecting yoﬁ, gentleman," the lone cccupant, a receptionist
encased in a large circular desk, said with her ready smile. "Go right
in," |
| Paul Wiley's office had the lovely smell of rich leather furniture
and highly waxed teakwood walls, Original paintings by a number of old
European masters dotted the walls, In one corner, a lighted, glassed cabinet
displayed an impressive array of broadcasting awards accumulated over an
illustfious ca.reer'spanning half a century in which Wiley; more often than
not, had lived up to his name, |

As they stepped forward, the shoes of the two men sunk into an elegant

Persian rug in soft colors which covered much of the dark parquet floor, Several .
beautiful pieces of Steuben crystal showed to advantage on two eé(:asiona.l

tables off to one side.
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"Hello Kyd, Hello Glay," Wiley said politely, with an easy
- charm, "Sit down," |

They lowered themselves into chairs in front of the large
paperless desk and waited,

‘At the age of seventy, Wiley was still a handsome man, fine boned
with a thin arched nose and piercing gray eyes. He'd brought the network
up from nething to more than a hundred stations. He'd worked hard. He wanted
to be first. Although from a well-to-do family, he'd never had that special
indifference of those born well off,

Several years earlier, he'd turned most of the day to day operations
over to younger men, but he still remained the chief executive officer and
chairman, He'd made it clear he would continue to call the big ones.

"Well, gentlemen, what's on your mind?" He laid his arﬂs on his deék'
and 1éaned forward, the evef present,expenéive eigar in his mouth.

Kyd Jordan swallowed hard, "I need your decision on a story,”

Wiley's face settled into a mold. The meod in the room shifted to a
 curious tension. "I've never interferred with the judgment of the news
department," he said.

"This is different, sir," Jordan said, "A man calling himself, Hound
Dog, claims he has Elvis Presley's body. He's offered us the story for o

million ‘dollars,®
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Wiley's expression didn't change, bﬁt his eyes did. There was
a flicker of excitment in them that Jordan and Granger noted, "That's
a lot of money," he said, "But a story of that magnitude might be worth
it to us right now, We're in the middle of the spring sweeps."

The ratings sweeps, Jordan said t® himself, Why didn't I think of
that? He looked at Wiley in awe. As the chairman sat, thinking, nothing was
active but his thin, hairless hands, These tumbled one over the other on
- the desktop, His face was pfoud, shrewd and inscrutable.

Finally, a smile edged outward from the cormers of his mouth. "A
sﬁory like that would pull a phenomenonal audience,”" He looked direétly
at Jordan, "Has this Hound Dog talked to the other ne tworks 2"

Joﬁm's voice, normally strong and powerful, was low as he said,

T don't th:.nk so. He gave a flat figure, There's no indication we're in
a bidding war," - "

Wiley nodded once, crisply, "As always during sweeps, we're under
a lot of pressure from our local stations to jazz up network programming.”

"I know," Jordan replied, He was well aware that all TV stations lived
~and died byk the sweeps, The results determined advertising rates and agencies
based’ their purchases of air time on sweeps' figures. Since audiences were
measured in every TV market in the country then, networks wanted their local
affiliatgs to show up well. Consequently, Jordan knew networks and their local |
stations made special efforts to surpass their rivals in programming during

those quarterly samplings of four weeks each,
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Wiley tapped his fingers lightly on the desk’ top., "We did
well during the winter count, btut with Hound Dog's proposal we might
win all the marbles this time." The srring sweeps always came in April
and May between Easter and Memorial day, The survey avoided holidays that
might lure viewers away from their sets,

"It could give us a big bulge in the ratings," Jordan entbused.

"If handled correctly, yes," Wiley cautioned. "Tell me'more about
this Hound'Dog.“

Jordan's eyes came up; ?As I said, he's asked for two million dollars
for the story. In addition, he wants two minmutes of air>time."

Wiley interrupted. "¥hat for?" ‘

Jordan hesitated, thrown off balance. "I don't know, I said then
I couldn't maké the decision and I asked for more time. He gave us three
hours,.™

"Anything else?"

"He wants us, to Sponsorén-Elvis sound —a-like ccntegt for young
singers.” |

"Quite a promoters”

"Perhaps. He may have other motives.”

"A erackpot?”

b don'f think so. He was different. He didn't espouse any causes.

It seemed like a straight business deal.” Jordan.p;used."At the same time,

there was an undercurrent of something more,"



The old man nodded. "When he calls back, I'il talk to him,"

Bofh Granger and Jordan were visibly reiieVéd,'Jordan stifled
a nervous yéwn; "Howbmuch flak will we geﬁ for paying for‘the story "
he asked, aware of the contréversy swiriing around checkbook journélism.

"We're not playing parlor games," Wiley snapped back. "This could
mean‘miliions to us in additional revenues. I'm not going to disclose’
the terms. What goes on here is only ambng the fzes of us."

Jordan énd Granger gave quick nods of understanding.

"This is larger than someéne's wallet," Wiley said, calm again.
"We're dealing with a legend here." His voice was deep, rich with many
overtones, "We can clainm credii for a public service in getting Presley's body back."

"Yes, sir," Jordan replied,

At four minutes until-three o'clgck, Togo eased the van .
‘out of 52d street into Fifth avenne and headed south to Rockefeller
Center, Southgate was in the back, ready.to contact Kyd Jordan again on the
- frequency hopper,

Thevvan slowed at the towering office complex, where Togo pulled
into the curb and rolled to a stop, The famous thoroughfare was guieter
now, The sidewalk crowds héd thinned. As the seconds ticked by, Togo casually
rested his arm on the open window ledge and glanced into the van's rear view

mirror,.
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"Oh! Oh{";he muttered, - Ferty feet back, a mounted
policeman approached on a handsome chestnut brown horse. Togo twisted.
quickly around, "Bra:;, the fuzz is coming, Shall I pull away?"

Soufhgate peered out of the back windows, The nostrils of the
big animal were even with the vehicle, It was too late to move so‘Southgéte
pressed his body lengthwise against the street side of the van and put his
head down,

The policeman halted his mount and bent over toward Togo., "How long
you gonna be here?" he shouted.

Togo swallowed., "Just a few minutes., We're making a delivery,®

The officer perused the van, "What're you hauling?"

After a moment's hesitation, Toge replied, "Typewfiters. The last
one just went inside.®

"Hhat's wrong with your buddy?" the officer asked, pointing a nightetick
toward Southgate. |

"Just tired..We sfarted out at five-thirty this morning,"

Southgate could feel a pair of eyes examining him, He nudged the
the fraquency hopper deeper into the side of his stomach -but he dida't look
up. |

"A1l right, finish your job," the policeman said irritably, "Then, get

out of here, You-fellas‘are always fouling wp traffic.”

"He gotta make a living,"
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As the officer rode om, Southgate scrambled to the back windows
and pulled up the aerial on his frequency hopper. A glance at his watch
showed the time at two minutes after three,

High above, Wiley waited in his office with his anchorman and
Granger. He looked at Jordan. "Do you suppose something has happened?®

"Possibly, He was right on the second before," Jordan unobtrusively
checked his own fregeuncy hopper to make sure it was on.

Like a veil, the silence returned. The three sat nervously on the
edges of their chairs, listening. A slight crackle sounded, followed by
a voice, "This is Hound Dog. Kyd Jordan, ;re you there?"

"I'm here, Hound Dog, Paul Wiley, the chairman of the network is
with me. He'll do the talking this time,"

"Hello, Mr. Wiley, It's an honor to have such a distinquished
businessman aboard,"

Wiley emitted a soft, benevolent laugh. "Now, no soft sosp, Hound
Dog. Let's get down to work., What's this‘story you have for us?"

| "I've got Elvis, I'ﬁe of fered the stofy to Jordan for two million
dollars,"

"And also some other considerations, I understand."

"That's right. I want two minutes of air time to sell for myself

and the sporsorship by CBC of an Elvis sound -a-like contest:™
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»"‘Those_ar'é tall orders, Hound Dog," Wiley said. He yvas brief,
efficient and confid,eknt. " To whom would you sell the. time?"

"Perhaps to the highes* bidder, I'm not sure. I'm more inclined to
‘judgve by ‘t“ne message to be del}iveredias well as the money."

Wiley became even more élert. Images of the highest ratings in
TV history pranced through his agile mind. If hyped right, this could
surpass the Super Bowl in viewers,:'he thought to himself. "Explain that
a little more," he said,

"I'd like the time to be used for a pitch for some worthwhile
cause, I don't know who'd respond, ‘of course, But say the boat peopnle
wanted to plead for a free Viet Nam again. If they had the money, I'd consider
them seriously. There'd be an open invitation to a.nyone in the world to
bid,"

"I see., When would this take place?"

"As soon as possible.” |

"Where?"

. "I'd screen them in Memphis. I1'd leave the ioca‘bion of the telecast
to you," |

 "Fhat about Elvis?"

"He'1l be returned to his tomb as soon as my conditions are
fulfilled,” |

‘"What proof do we have»he;s even gone?"

20pen the tomb."
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" "And discover a hoax, No, Hound Dog, you'll have to do better |
than that. Give me proof you have'Elvis._ If you do that, we have a déal.
1111 throw every resource CBC has beﬁind your scheme ‘to auction off two
minutes of time," Wiley mo.istened his lips in anticipation. "It should
eatch the entire world's fancy.! |

"How about the sound—a~like contest2"

"LogiSticé.lly, it will difficulf-. You're no-E giving us much time."

‘"It doesn't have to be anything fancy. I'd like to have it in |
Memphis "

"That can be arranged,”

"’Ihings seem to be in order,. then, I'11 have your proef in Memphis
in forty-eight hours. I'll contact Kyd Jordan at the Peabody hotel there
beginning at noon tomorrow." He paused. "One more thing. I'11 drop a song

in the mail I'd like sung in the sound-a-like contest.! |

'There was a click in the frequehcy hopper. "He's signeci off," Jo;*dan

said. | |

' “There was nothing more to say," Wiley commenfed. f

SR OHE 3000



Chapter Thirty Six

Soutbgate and Togo arrived'back in Memphis shoitly before
midnight. IN and Gershon met them at the airport., "I drove your car,
Brax," she said, "All of us wouldn't fit in mine."

"Good. We can talk on the ride home," Southgate replied.

After a short wait for luggage, the four conspirators were on their
way with Southgate behind the wheel. "We have one problém," he said, "CBC
wants proof we have Elﬁis before it will cough up the money."

"We should have anticipated that better," Togo sighed.

"Let's not second guess ourselves,! Southgate said, "let's put
our heads together for a solution."

"How about a photegraph?" Gershon suggested,

"Only if all else failé;" repliad Southgate as the convertible came
to a stop for a red light. |

- LN took Togo's hand in the baék seat, "Margaret Jean mentioned once
that Axelbank had some confidential medical records 6n Elvis," she said, "™Would
they help us?"
| Southgate'e eyes brightened. "Can we get them?"

"I'd have to ask her."
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e oug‘nit to look at them," Southgate con‘binued. "There might
be something in them we could use., An obscure scé.r, maybe, or a birthmark.
"Or seven toes,i" Gershon put in, Everyone laughed.
"When can you talk to Margaret JeanT" Southgate asked, half turning
around to face LN, who blinked as she thought of Axelbank's tattoo,

"Wouid morning be soon enough?®

-"What will you tell her3" Togo a.sked..

fhoa,'" Southgate wgmed. "One thing-at a time, First, an answer
for. IR, Call her early tomorrow and feel har out. Now, Togo, -
your question,”

Togo smiled and repeatad his query. IN said, "I'1l tell beir I'm
interested in them for the library., That seems innocent enough. She's very
high on the library. Because of it, she might give me a peek.!

"Does she have access to them?" Southgate asked.

YThat's the big rystery. I don't know. When she first told me ébout
them, I don't think she did."

“Lét’s hope the situation has changed," Togo said.

"Amen to that," Gershon exclaimed.

By now, the c'ar was along the cutskirts of the Delta campus. "Does
‘a_nyone want coffee and sandwiches?" LN asked, "I'd be glad to fix them,"

Gershon piped up immediately. "I'm kind of hungry." Everyone laughed

again,
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"You haven't even been away," Southgate said, his eyes still

smiling.

IN arose shortly after seven o'clock the next mornihg in the
" Trimbles! house and telavhoned Margaret Jean at her home, "Are yoﬁ
up?" she asked when her friend.angwéred. ‘

"Just barely," Margaret Jean said.,

"Awake enough to talk?"

"Oh, sure. My coffee's on,"

"You mentioned once that ¥r, Upside Dovn Face had some of Elvié' medical
records,™

"That'night,at the»Peaquy.“ Margaret Jean giggled.és-she recalled
the .conversation about Axelbank's tattoo, "i told you things I shouldn't
have.”

- LN choftled, a low, intimate sound of a fellow conspirator. It was
-ezactly the toné-to bu0§ hér friend's confidence, Her voice warm, she asked,
"ﬁoes he étill have the records?"

“AS far as i'know," Yargaret Jean answered maftef—of-factly. "They 're
in his safe,"
"Is there any way we can look at them,"

"I don't know the combination,”
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| néut we know vhere it is," LN prompted. ,
' This time, Margaret Jean roared with laughter. "We couldn't," she
said at last, a teasing ring to her voice. "That would be naughty."
Tt might be rather pleasing to Alan."
"Maybe to all of us," And Margaret Jean laughed again. Then, she
asked seriously, "7hy do you want them, IN,."
®For the library. 1 could make copies. Then we could return them.,"
"It would serve kim right after refusing a donation," Margaret Jean
said.
LN responded quickly, "Thereis a certain amount of poetic Jjustice
in it,n - |
"All right, "Hargaref Jean said firmly, "Let's do him in "
LN struggled to contain her excitment. She held her breath for a
moment, then asked cautiously, "When?"
"Tonight," Margaret Jean blurted impulsively, "Why wait?" She laughed
~again, "This is going té be fun." |
"iihere should we meet?" IN asked, |
"Just come to his office around five-fifteen. I'1l take care of

everything else." After a pause she added, "Wa'll need a few things.

Can you bring a magnifying glass and flashlight?"

"I'11 bring .thee " IN volunteered,

~"Bring some finger nail polish remover, too,"
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"See you then," Margaret Jean said cheerily,
LN heard a click in her receiver. She replaced it gently in the
cradle anc donned an old sweatshirt and bluejeans. A few minutes later

she was in the basement busily draining the swimming pool that had been
~used in digging the tunnel. Southgatz had decided the night before that it was tirs

to dismantle their emuipment.
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Chapter Thirty Seven

In mid-morning, Kyd Jordan, as planned, checked quietly into
'thé Peabody hotel. (Glay Granger and a camera creW'wére to follow him <o Lkmphis
later that aftefnoon.

Jordan tipped the beilboy and looked around his suite. Then, before
wpacking, he thumbed through the Memphis telephone book until he came to
the listings for Shelby'county. Hastily, he scribbled a number on a scrateh
pad and dialed.

"District Attorney General Feber's office," his secretary, Libby,
answered.

"This is Kyd Jordan of CBC," His voice was deep and even, "Is it
'~ possible to speak to Mr. Weber?®

Libby shuddered involuntarily., She was used to local newsmen
calling. She'd even dated one., But this was an occasion. A nationally
famous anchorman had never telephoned before. "Just a moment, sir," she
;said; simultanecusly pressing the butiton on Weber's inter-com.

"Yes, Libby2" ,

‘"Mr, Weber, Kyd Jordan, the CBC anchorman, wants to talk to you,"

Thé first thing Weber th§ughtvof was the governorship. "Put him
on,"™ When he heard the click, he said, "This is Weber.,"
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"fr, Weber, I'd like to exchange some information with you in
 return for your cooperation in an investigation, Is that possible?®
Weber recognized the voice immediately. "What is the information,

Mr. Jordan?"

"Could we meet privately?

"Certainly. But, aren't you in New York?"

- "I'm in Memphis, Mr. Weber."

"But, I watched you last night. n

"I flew in this morning." Again, Jordan pressed for answer. "Could
I see you sometime today?"

"}’fould this afternoon be all right?"

"Fine," ‘Jordan said, thinking of his call scheduled
~ at noon from Hound’Dog. "Where would it be best to see you?"
"Do you have amyqualms about coming to my office?" Weber asked.
"No. I would préfer to keep‘ my visit quiet, howeve'r.' Just between

the two of us,"
"How about two-thirty?"
"That will be fine, I'11 see you then."
Jordan unpacked after hanging up the phone. Then he plopped domn

- on the bed and waited, the frequency hopper beside him,"

Gershon was behind the steering wheel of his van as it cruised

: a.lohg Union avenue outside of the hotel. Southgate sat beside him, feeling

~more at ease than he had in New York City.
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"Circle the bloék,“ he instructed his companion, "In New York
we parked béfore transmitting because of the high buildings. The skyline
is fla#ter here, I want to test‘the hopper's efficiency in a moving
vehicle,"

Gershon nodded and kept going, Southgate glanced at his watch. The
time was still éeveral minutes until noon. Seo, he‘rested the hopper‘on
one leg and gazed at the pedestriéns crowding the downtown streets at
lunchtime that Friday., The van turned into Second street, quickly traversed
the west side of the Peabody, and moved into Gayoso ' avenue headed east.

Southgate watched the second hand on his watch tick away. Twenty.
Ten, Five, One. He switched on his frequency hopper. MAre you there, Kyd
Jordan?" he asked, "This is Hound Dog.™

"I'm here," Jordan replied.

"Telcome %o Memphis.-De'yéu have anything to report?"

"No, Hound Dog, I don't., I'm sitting tight waiting for your
proof " |

"That;s in the works," The van turned north in Third street and headed back toward
Union. ,

"Wy don't you take me to Elvis?"

"No, that's out.”

"You could blindfold me."

"Fraid not. The only contact we're going to have is via the

~frequency hoopers.”
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"You're a.cautious han, Hound Dog,"
"There's no need to rush." Earlier, LN Kad told Southgate about her
. recruitment of.Margaret Jean, He would wait for that outcome before proceeding
further., "Have a nap and a pleasant dinﬁer. I'11 signal you again at eight
o'clock tonight." |

ng hope I'm not on a wila godse chase, Hound Dog."

Southgate'flipped'off»the hopper and lowered the éerial. as the
van swung into Second street again, He glanced sidways at Gefshon;v"He
‘sounds antsy.” “

"I hope he doesn't do anything foolish," Gershon replied..

"He's amxious. to get going. It's hard for a newsman to sit on
a big story.” | ‘

"I suppose so," Gershonvsaid. The van turned right and headed
up Gs=yoso +to Front street above the river, After several blocks, Gershom turned
east into Poplar and drove to Second, where he turned South and headed back
toward Union, The van was in the middle of the downtown area now. As iﬁ‘
passed the courthouse at Adams streéf, Southgate glanced out the window. There
striding along the sidewalk was Weber, . |

"I wonder where<he'ésheaded;" Southgate said amxiously.

"Shall we tail him?"

"Pyll over to the curb, Let him get a little ahead of us first."

Gershon eased the van to.a sfpp. After arfew moments, he crept forward again

apbout seventy feet behind the district attorney general.



"Do yon think hels going to meet Jorda.n?"rGershon asked, his
eyes on VWeber.

"He's walking that way," Southgate replisd, They drove on in silence
as Weber crossed Jefferson avenue and remained so halfwzy into the next
block, Then, Southgate continued. "We want them together, But this would
| be a little soon, I'd like to have the pay-—off first."

"That may be ’:i.mpossvible ," said Gershon,

"Probably. But I hoped Jordan would wait for our proof before
contacting Weber, If there is one thing wé doﬁ't need when we pick up
the money it's a lot of cops around.”

At the next intersection, Madison avenue, Weber turned. As Southgate
and Gershon watched, he disappeared into the Second Tennessee bank.

"That's a relief," Southgate said. He sighedband let out a long
breath,

MMaybe it's payday," suggested Gershon. “It.'s.Friday."

MA possibility," Southgate said, smiling. Gershon speeded up the

van and turned east into Union. for the drive home.

- Inside the bank lobby, Veber approached the money exhibit he'd
spawned. A chain covered with a royal blue felt surrounded the glass enclosed
 case and two armed guards stood at attention at the entirance way. A red ribbon

stretched between two - stanchions,
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Charlav Jones was. theré ‘along wi'thv a bevy of omer bank off1c1als
and the press. Piled neatly ;Lns:.de the case were two million dellars. "Van,
they want you and me to cut the ribbon," the bank chairme= said, motioning
to the reporters. |

| "T'm game," Weber said, eager for the publicity in comnection with
his quest for the governorshlp. “»fhere do they want us?"

A television camerman stepped forward. and guided the two men to the
middle of -the ‘ribbbn. “No sissors," he #zi4 looking around. Everyone laugh=d.
_A.minor official stepped up wi'bh an extra large pair., "Here they are," he
said, handing them ‘t,o';Iones.

"You hold one blade, Mr, aneé 5 aﬁd irou the other, Mr. Weber,"
the camerman saici. He stepped back, flanked by the other photographers. As
“the film rolled, ‘the two men snipped the ribbon, then stepped ;‘.nside
-the chained off area and viewed. the money.

MYour idea for this ‘6xhibit was a good one, Van," Jones said‘.v "Tg
fits right into the carnival. Our cotton merchants here in Memphis sell more
than forty per cent of the natio'né.l crop. each year," |

Weber beamed. AS he walkved back to his office , however, his thoughts

were on Kyd Jordan,

Promptly, at two--thirbty, Jordan appeared at the courthouse, Libby was
all a flutter as she ushered him into Weber's office and closed the door,

AS soon as they were alone, Weber invited the newscaster to sit down., "How

can I help youz" he asked.
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Jordan sizea Weber up for a moment, then proceeded., "For the last
“two days I've been in contact by radio with a man who calls himself Hound
Dog. He claims he has Elvis Presley's body."

Weber's pulse juﬂped, but he kept his face Ca:efully noncommital,

" heedful not to disulease the newsman, "Do you believe this?"

"Je've asked for proof."

"Meanwhile?"

"We're marking time. But- CBC doesn't want to be in a position of
obstructing an investigation. I want to cooperate with you."

"I appreciate that," Weber said. "Tell me, when did you first hear
from this person, Hound Dog?"

#In New York on Tuesday. That was by teléphone. Later, he sent me a
frequency hopper use,"

"4 what?" Weber asked, a baffled look on his face.

"z frequency hopper," Jordan repsated, "It's a radio which constantly
changes channels to avoid detection. In addition, his voice warbled, a ploy that
made it éven more difficult to recognize, I'm told the warble was created by a
variable delay circuit specially installed in the hopper.™

_ "That's very dlever," Weber commenied as he continued to cross-
question Jordan. "When did you last talk to himé"

1+ noon today."

"Here in Merphis?"

Jordan nedded,

"Hys he promised proof?"

He télks a good game, He said he'll have it, I've no way ef knowing."

" Weber thought for a moment, "I'd like to be kept informed," he said
agreeably. "But as it stands now, there's nothing for my office %o do."

Jordan nodded again. "I'd like us to concur on an exchange," he said after a

. . . 3 u
moment. "I expect an exclusive break on the story in return for my cooperation.
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"I'm planning on running for Agvovernor," Weber said, "I'd like

to be interviewed on camera as the investigation progresses,"
"That would be natural enough," Jordan replied.

"AZ1l right., I'1l do everything I can to keep you ahead of the other
reparters once the story breaks. The first disclosure, of course, is
yours, "

Jordan stood. "I'lL1 te back in touch with ydu as soon-as I know
more,." He hesitated., "Perhaps I should have your home phone number in case
there's a development during the night."

Weber scribbled down the number and handed it to Jordan, who
i‘olded the paper and slipped it into his pocket.®

As they walked toward the door, Weber asked, '"Where are you staying?"

"The Peabody," Jordan replied. "Suite 908, If anmything develops ox;t
of your office, please call me.,"

"I will, ¥r. Jordan, You can count on me."

The two men' shook hands. Weber closed his office door again after
the newsman left and went directly to a private telephone on his desk, He
dialed a number and waited. |

"Hello, Uncle Tim? This is Van, Say, is everything quiet out there
at Graceland?"

"Peaceful and orderly,” Weber heard his uncle reply.
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"Ifm Jucky to have you as chief ‘o‘f security there, Uncle Tim,
It's reassuring,”

"Did you think something was wrong, Van?"

"I had some concern, yes. Is the gravesite oley?"

"I'm in the security station right beside it now. Everything is fine,"

Mell, ’chénks, Uncle Tim,"

MAnytime, Van.®

Weber hung up the phone and scratched his head as he pondered Kyd
Jordan's visit.

Togo met his 'compa.nions at Southgate's townhouse, where the three
of them waited for word from LN, Gerhson was watching the local television
news when Weber appeared on the screén‘ cutting the ribbon at the bank,

"Hey, get a load of this," he yelled.

They all crowded around the set, "So, that's where he was going,"
Southgate said, |

"Look at that,}" Gershon said as the camera moﬁed‘in for a close-up
on the money, "Two million dollars,! |

Southgate stared at the currency, "™Whata you know," he. said.

IO 30



Chapter Thirty Eight

It was a few minutes before five o'clock when Hargaret Jean
opened the door a crack and peeked into Axelbani:’s office. She!d loosened
ber red hair so it fell gracefully on her shoulders. Her peach like skin
wasg aglow.

Axelbank swung around in his high backed, leather judge's chair,
"Hi," she purred in a husky voice. Axelbank smiled. "Come in, my
dear,"

Margaret Jean strode forward, leaving the door slightly ajar.
She kissed him sweetly on the fofehead, then blew on an ear lobe. She looked
at him and smiled invitingly. | |

"I wasn't expecting this, my dear,'" he said,

‘Marga:et Jean leaned over until her bosom brushed his cheek. He
_nuzzled her as his breathing quickened. She put her lips near his ear.
"let's go over to the couch,” she whispered.

Arm in arm, they walked across the room. Hargéref Jean kicked off
her high heels and gently pushed Axelbaﬁk ddwn. When he was stretéhed out
on his back? she tenderly loosendfhié.tie and smothered him with soft

~kisses.

38L ?
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As her hands worked their way down his body, Axelbank's eyelids
dropoed and a contented émile closed in on his face indicating a man
prepared to savor a slow acceleration of desire. Margaret Jean glanced at
her wristwatch. Five-thirteen. She looked towards the door. There was no
sign of LN. ¥y God, she thought, I hope I didn't begin too soon.,

More slowly, she undid Axelbank's belt and opened his zipper. The
door creaked, Margaret Jean turned to see LN remove her shoes and tiptoe in.
One hand held a large magnifying glass and a pen light, the other a small pad
of caper and a pencil,Reassured, Margaret Jean reached inside of Axelbank's
pants and massaged him. He moaned happily, a sound reflective of his continued‘
contentedness, |

LI ¥melt Eeside the couch and oput her supplies on the floor. She
leaned down and kissed Axelbank. He stirred. "It's me, Alan, LN," she
whispered, and kissed him again, He opened one eye long eﬁough to see her
face, then lapsed back into the ecétésy of his good fortune;‘Together, the
two women fondled ;nd caressed him. Blissful sighs puncituated his breathing.
Margaret Jean winked at LN, then cuddled against Axelbank's chest to hold
him down as she kissed him. She guided her hand tp his organ, now firm and
high;

LN slid down tﬁ-pickup the magnifying glass and pen light, then, as
Margaret Jean held him down and dévoured him with kisses, LN moved in on the
tattoo,. ﬁith quick motility, she alternated between reading tne tattioo, brightezed

vby the pen light, with the magnifying glass and recording the numoers- 1i284cae

" 3R17....2165. . .RO.
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' When the task was finished, she pushed everything under the
- couch and pulled a small can 6f finger nail polish remover from a
pocket in her skirt. With -a quick push of the button she spfayed the elear
acétone © liguid with its cooling effect on the skin of Axelbank's
manhood. The organ drooped. |
Axelbank startled, popved open his eyes, "What happened?"
LN snuggled up besi@e Margaret Jean and kissed his cheek, "You just
withered! Margaret Jean slithered forward. "My poor dear," she said, soothing
his forehead.
 Axelbank blushed, "I'11 be dammed," he said and lifted his head to
look. "Suddenly, it just felt cold." He ogled IN longingly. "This is embarrassing,"
he said. He zipped up his fly, fastened his belt and rose from the couch. "The
only thing left to do is go home."
A1l three of them rode down in the elevator together. Outside, on the sidewzlk,
“the women sélicitously helped Axelbank into the back seat of  his chauffeured
limousine and watched as the car, with its FAN 1 license plate, faded into the diétance
Then, they turned on their heels and re-entered the building. Back upstairs, they
went directly to the wall safe in Axelbank's office. As IN read the numbers taken
from the tattoo, Margaret Jean twisted the dial, She pulled and the safe opene&.
Numerous envelopes lay inside, One, brown and bulky, was laheled "medical recofds.",
LN sifted through the documents, After a time, she handed some to Margaret
Jean, "Can you Xerox these while I keep looking?" shg'asked. "Sure," Eérgaret
Jean .-said, walking out through her own office tovward the mailroom.
LN continued ﬁo search, Two smaller envelopes turned up, both with Elvis?
name on them, Oné was dated March 10, 196kh, *he other December L, 1976. Complete
sets of dental X-rays were inside, LN slipped the 1976 envelope into her

purse,
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Margaret Jean returned and picked up a second batch of the
documents to Xerox. LN finished. while she was gones. So‘they éopiedl a

the last bunch together,

1IN gazed fondly at Margaret Jean, "I'm in your debt for this,"
she said.

Margaret Jean laughed, "It was worthwhilé just- to sse the look
on Alan's face when he collagpsed." She paused, then became serious. "In
a way my heart went out to him, though. I felt very warm towards him when
‘we packed him to his car."

“"Better be careful," IN said,

The women's cars were in the same gafage.lﬁargaret Jean pulled
oub, followed by IN, After several blocks they Were'sepafated by affic.
It was then that LN scouted out a pay phone and called Southgate. When she
told him about the dental X-rays, he said, "I think we have our

proof "

IN saw the first revelers of the Cotton Carnival as she drove
- home. Before the night was over, there'd be mamny more.

She hurried,'several times risking traffic lights as they turned

from green to red, It was that kind of trip. Every halt seemed an eternity

and she tried to lessen them.
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Giddy over her success, she ached to share it with the others
immediately. They were equally anxious, Scuthgate watched her arrival
from the doorway of his t.oivnhouse and he went to meet her as she parked
ner car.
He was all smiles, "Come inside, let's have a look at those X-rays,"
“he said. "Dental work is always being used to identify bodies, CBC ought to
accept this for Elvis." He hugged her as she pulled the envelopé from her .
purse and handed it to him. Grasping it, he said, "this is a real coup."
"These were made eight months before he died,.“ IN said,
"That's c¢lose enough to take. the chance,"
They walked inside, where the X-rays were spread out on the
dining room table. There were four in all covering different secticns
of Elvis! mouth. The conepirators crowded around, studying them close-up.
"Here are a couple of cavities," Togo said, pointing at one strip of |
film, "Filled, of course." He glinced at the other negatives. "Hey, not a
bad set of teeth,” |
Southgate looked at his watch. The time was near to contact Jordan
again. He poked Gershon. "We'd better get moving," he said, reaching for
the freqﬁency hoppei'. |
"Why don't we all go," IN suggested.
Southgate hesitated. "You and Togo stay here and get ready for the
ball," he said finally. "Gershon and I can . handle the message alone,"
"The ;oaJ_].," IN cried oubt, touching her hands to her cheeks. "I've

got ‘to wash my hair."
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The men laughed, '"We ‘11 be back .in about an hour," Southgate
said as he and Gershon headed for the van, They traveled westward retracing
the route LN had just driven. Soon, kthey could see the lights of the
downtown skyscrapers, |
Seweral blocks from the Peabody, the hands on Southgate's watch
swept past eight o'clock. He raised the aerial of‘t.he frequency hopper
and put his voice close to the ﬁicrophone. "Are you there, Jordan?"
"Right here, Hound Dog, and waiting,"
"Then listen carefully. I'1ll have a é=}ivery for you later tonight,
When it's in place, I'll call you back; Let!'s say sometime after eleven
o'clock." |
ni’ou sure keep meion my ‘toes, Hound Dog."
Southgate laughed. "This is just the beginning. Maybe youtd better
get forty winks, I'm sure Mr. Wiley wouldn't want you to miss anything."
"If you've got a storj, I'11 get it,".Jordan said heatedly. "Don't worry about me."®
"Adios, then." Southg’até shut’ eff the’if&f:per.’ The van was opposite
tke front entrance to the hotel now, Southgate emé Gershon saw early arrivals
to the ball on the sidewalk in their costumes and formal clothes.

"They must be going to dimmer first," Southgate said,
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'"Yeah., The dancing doesn't start until ten," Gershon replied. He

o

wheeled the van around the block and headed back east toward Southzatals

home,

Two hours later, the four plotters were once more on their way.
Togo rode with IN in her Triumph followed by Gershon and Southgate in the
van. The men wore tuxedées. IN was stunning in a floor length, black lace
sirapless gown, A sheer, black wool stole covered her shoulders and ip her -
hand she held a gold metallic evening bag and a black mask sprinkled with
gold glitter, Inside the purse nestled a.small enve lope containing the
all important X-rays,

When they arrived at the hotel, the surrounding streets bustled
.with the activity of partygoers. Everyone wore a mask now., LN drove her
car into the hotel garage but the van was left on the street nearby, a blanket
tossed ovér the frequency hopper. It was fifteen minutes after ten as Southgate
and Gershon crossed the crcwdéd lobby and ascended the carpeted stairs to
the Continental ballroom on the mezzanine floor, where they were joined again

-

by IN and Togo.



391

"What an‘elegant room," LN remarked as they entered. Crnate -
crys£a1 chandeliers hupg from ‘the center of its high curved ceiling.
Gilded wall sconces hung between arched windows and doors and the highly
polished wooden dance floor glistened, - : .

The strains of the orchestra playing "The Way We Fere" floated through
the air as the’four reached their table. IN's eyes sought out Southgate. He
‘noticed aﬁd lead her out among the dancers,

"1 thought the song appropriate,” she said.

"Very, for a couple of old consorts like ourselves," She raised her
head to see the amusement in his eyes.

She squeezed his hand, "Brax, thanks for making it so easy for
Togo and me."

"Mysterious are the ways of love, LN.“ He moved his lips closer
to her éar. “Now, let's discuss the X-rays. Did you see” the flowers on
the tables in the h#ll outside?®

“Yes," she whispered, "Will one of the arrangems=nts be the drop?"

"The second table to the right as you go out, Put the envelope under
the vése.‘In twénty minutés, I'11 duck out to the van. You and Togo get
scme air in thé hall after I leave, When it's safe, put the envelope in
its place. Gershon can report to me when it's ready and I'1l signal
Jordan for-the pick-up,*

"Should we leave when we've hidden the envelope2®
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"Stick around, We want to be sure Jordan gets 1M

They danced in silence after that. When the tune was over, they
returned to their table and twenty minutes 1ater,~continuing'to wagy his mask,
Southgate eased from the ballroom.

Outside, the air was still balmy as he hurried to the van. A glance
at his watch told him it was a few minutes after eleven. Everything's
relative, he thought, ﬁhis.nigﬁt is still young. Southgate caught his breath
 as'he waited for Geréhon. Five minutes passed. Still cautious, he slumped
in bis seat and cuddled the hopper knowing that the gaiety of the carnival
would excuse his behavior. |

,‘After another ten minutes, Gershon appeared. - “Fas're ready," he

whispered, leaning in the window.

"You rejoinvLN and Togo in case something goes wrong. 1 can transmit
“alone," |

Gershon stepped away from the van as Southgate raisad the aerial
and twisted his body inward. "Jordan are you féady?" he said in a low voice,
"This is Hound Dog.™"

"Ity ready,"

"On the mezzanine floor of the hotel outside of the ballroom
are several tables ﬁith‘floral arrangerments., There's an envélope for you
under the vase on the-seoond table ‘to the left as you get off the élevator,”

"Gotcha,"
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51111 eall you when you're back in your room, We'll go on from there,"

'"O‘K."
"Good luck." Southgate signed off. He secured the hopper and

‘returned to the hotel.

Clay Granger and a CBC camera crew, 2s pianned, had checked into
- the Peabody late that aftefnoon.-Jordan now summoned them to meet him at
the elevator. They rode down together to the mezzanine, anxious to film the
pick-up. |
Granger turned to the crew, "Shoot away on this one," he coached
them, "We're making histo:y.’Take-all the;féotage you want,"” The crew
nodded and moments later stepped out into the’glitter‘and merriment of the
partygoers,
Jo;ﬁan gasped at the sight. "My God, we couldn't script it better."
He jumped back on the elevator, "Clay," he shouted. "Set the crew up to shoet
me getting off and walking into the crowd." The elevator dosrs closed and Jordan
rode up several floors. Then he went down again and strode off into the glare
of TV lights and twirling camera sprocksts,
The crew peddled backwards, Jordan tock his bearings, then moved toward
the designated table. The curious watched, one group in particular._Casually
“clustered near the ballroom door, drinks in hand, were Southgate and his

co—conspirators.
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At the table, Jordan bent over, as if to smell the flowers, then
lifted the vase. He Picked up the énvélope as the camera zoomed in for
a close-up, then walked away to the railing overlooking the balcony. There
he looked at the wranper and wondered what was inside. Suddenly, he laughed
quietly. Surely, he was being watched. The carnival made it so easy with its
masks, |

| Granger reached his side, "I'p going to make some shots of the

ball,." | |

Jordan turned arcund. "Do you suppoce one of them is Hound Dogen

"Who knows?" Granger shfugged. "Christ, it looks like a convention
of Lone Bangers."'

"I've got to get back to my room," Jordan said,

"e'll be w shortly,™ Granger replied,

48 soon as the elevator doors ciosed on the famous anchorman,
Southgate handed his drink to Togo and hurried back outside to the van,
- Up went the aerial on thé hopper. "Jordan, are you there?"

"With your gift beside ma, ™

"Does it need an explanati§n?"

"I wasn't born vesterday, Hound Dog,

"Are you satisfied. " |

"I’have.a call in to Mr, Wiley, Look, it's going to take me
- several hours to unravel this.!

"Two hours ssems reasonable.!
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"A1l right.‘ Get back to me in two hours."
Down went the aerial on Southgate's hopper. He slipped out of

the van and returned to the ball.

Jordan had called Wiley through the nebwork switchboard in New
York City., Hopefully, the chairman would telephons him soon. The newscaster
unfolded the paper with Weber's home phone number scribbled on it and dialed.
He listened as the rings continued. Finaily, there was a click and a man's
voice asked, "can I help you?"

"This is Kyd Jordan of the Continental Broadcasting Corporation, I'm
anxious to get in touch with Mr, Weber,"

- "Yes, Mr. Jordan. This is Joe Turney, one of his assistants. I have the night
duty watch. He and Mrs, Weber are attending the opening ball of the Cotton
Carnival at the Peabody hotel.™

. With an effort, Jordan calmed his excitment, "I'm at the Peabody.

Can you reach him?" |
"He has a bkeeper."
"I'm in suite 908,"
"Yes, I have that information here, Just sit tight, Mr. Jordan,"
"Thank yéu. "  Jordan replaced the receiver, Immediately, the phone
rang, "Hello,"

"Kyd, this is Paul Wiley."
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"Mr, Wiley, Hound Dog -ﬁas come up with X-rays of Elvis! dental
work,"
"Can you verify them?"
"The District Attorney General is on his way up to my room. I'm going
to ask him to help me." | |
"If they match, We'll pay him the money. We wanf this story, Kyd, I'm
counting on you to keep it going," |
"Yes, sir, I have some good’i‘ootage of the X-rays pick-up."
MExcellent.® |
There was a rap on the do§r. "Someéne's here, Mr. Viley,"
. The CBC chairman said, "keep me informed," and hung up. There was
a second knock, "Coming," Jordan yelled.
It was Weber. He'd removed his mask, "This is convenient,"®
"Isn't 17" Jordan handed him the X-rays and gave him the details
‘of the pick—up;
 Weber squirmed uncomfortesbly in his chair. ny cpuldn't have been.
" more than a couple of hundred feet away in 'thé ballroom," he said, his feelings
edgy. Then he became rigid in his chair, his éyes steely., "I'm going to
whomp this Hound Daeg," The law officer reached for the phone and dialed his night
assistant, "Joe, run down Elvis! dentist and get back to me," He hung up

and .settled back,



397

A half an hour later, Weber was called back. "Presley's dentist -
was Dr. Willis Berry," he informed Jordan, replacing the phone. "He's out

of town but his nurse will meet us at his office. A car is on the way for

us."
”I_f"d like to bring my camera crew," Jordan said.
';By all means," Weber replied.affably, "Do they have a car?" .
"A rented one," |
"Tell them to get it cdown in front of the hotel, They can follow
us, " |

A ten minute ride took them to the dentist's office, wheré the
nurse, a pert woman with flashing green eyes, named Betsy Jo Digger, arrived
s.everal minutes after them. Desrpi‘oe the hour, she was dressed neatly in her
iwhi’ce uniform. She glanced‘édmjring]y at Kyd Jordan and a ready smile crossed
her face as she unlocked the door. |

She snapped on the lights and the assemblege, grown now to .
include Granger and'.ﬁhe camera crew, crowded inside. Businesslike, Betsy
. Jo, went d‘j.rect.lyv to the files a;nd pulled the X-rajrecords’of the late singing
star. ©She studied the envelopes, then handed one to Weber. "fhese are the last
ones Dr. Berry took. December L, 1976."

"Can you read them?" Weber asked;

"Yes, I do quite a bit of that for Dr. Berry," Betsy Jo replied.

Jordan handed her the set he had. "Do these match?"
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The nurse studied the two sets painstakingly, Mirutes passed. The
pfficé was quiet as Weber and the television newsmen waited, Jordan looked
~-at his watch, Twelve forty-five. Less than an hour before Hound Dog would
contact hm again,

"Jell, Miss Digger?" Weber asked,.

" She motioned him away and éontinued her work. The tension built. Jordan
and Weber exchanged glances. Finally,‘ she ‘faced them., "The teeth on these
X-rays are the same. The dental work is identical." Her eyes locked on Jordan
and she smiled again.

Granger spoke up. "k ss Digger could we get some filmvof you studying
the X-rays?®

"Wou.lci this be for Mr, Jordan's show?"

Granger turned and rolled his eyeé. "Tou 5etcha."

A1l right."

Jordan interrupted. "Clay, I have to get back and talk to Mr, Wiley,"

"You go ahead," the producer of the CBC Nightly News said. "We've got |
a car," |

Jordan turned to Websr. "0.K, with you?"

Weber nodded,

Back in his roem, Jordan placed a call %o New York City. This time,
Wiley was on the line almost immediately. +to hear Jordan tell him that the L-rays

were authentie,
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"A1l right. Arrange to pay Hound Dog the two million 8o we
can get on with the auction, I want that auction as soon as possible,”
Wiley took a deep breath, "By that time, the other networks wWor 't have a
viewer left." |
."When should we break the story?" Jerdan asked.
17111 Jeave that up to you." |
The eternal trap, Jordan thought. He'll come in on success, but

. the margin for error is left to me,

IEE B3R K



Chapter Thirty Nine

The frequency hopper crackled and once more the newscaster
heard the familiar question, "Jordan, are you there?" |

"Here, Hound Dog, and ready to deliver your money."

"Hey, -that.'s good news., When?"

nJust give the word."

"Later today. Bring the money doﬁn from New York oh one of your
corparate jets. Arrange for a courier. When the time comes, .I'll instruct
him where to go."

Weber listened next to Jprdén, Impulsively, without warning, he
spoke. "This is the district attorney general, You‘]l-nevsr get away with
this." For a moment, there was silence., Jordan stared at Weber, stunned
by his ‘capriciousness.

"fell, you have company," Hound Dog put in, He laughed sardonically; ‘

';Are you surprised?" Jordan asked.

NHe 111 heighten the chase.!

nA chase that will soon be over, Hound Dog," Weber ‘shouted.

"That remains 1o be seen, " Hound Dog replied. "Meanwhile, your
courier will need a hopper of his own. It's in locker 27 at the bus depot. |

The baggage master has the key."

40O
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The sound on Jordan's hopper went dead, He turned to Weber, "I've
got to call New York. That's a lot of money to get together in a few hours,
even for CBC,"

Weber moved toward the doer. "I'm going to catch a few hours sleep,"

he said, "I'11 be back in touch after that." He stifled a nervous yawn.

As soon as the law officer departed, Jordan relayed Hound Dog's
instructionsvto Wiley in New-Yérk and found him cencerned about providing
the courier.

"T111 call a bonded messenger service right here in.lkmphis," Jordan
volunteered. |

"No, thatis-too.public,“ the network chairman replied emphaticalky;
"It could blow our sécrecy‘and in. the process our exélusive stbry before we
ever get in on the air. We need someone more vrivate.”

"I'm afraid I've no more suggestions, sir," the newscasier replied
in a subdued voice.

After a moment of silence, Wiley said, "For years‘a Father Yorrison
has been a friend of mine, He's at Cur Lady of Angels parish in Memphis now
but I knew him first here in New York. I!'ve sponsored a good many of his youth
activities. He's a unique priest, rides a motorcycle and serves as chaplin to

cycle clubs,®
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"Would he vhclp us?® asked Jordan.
11111 give hin a call.‘ He'll laugh but for me he might. He knows I'11
give to the church in return.m
"The two nu_lllon dollars would be safe with him," Jordan said, _
"Yes, we have to think of that, too."
"You'll contact him, then.®
"He's an early riser, I'11l call him in a few hours and get back to
you," |
#1111 be anxious to know his answer," Jordan said. The conﬁrsation

completed, Jordan hung up and soom was asleep.

At dawn, Weber stood beside the gravesite at(Graceland and listene‘d
to the wind, The air was chilly and in the distance a thin mist hugged the back
meadow beyond tbc mited mansio‘h. A few feet away, his uncle Tim paced restlessly
as a small hoist 1ifted the bronze and granite marker from the grave.
" Weber stepped forward, his face pale, Warily, he peered into the
_ shadcﬁy vault and saw the top of the copper casket,

T told jfou everything here is ﬁormal," his uncle said, "If anything
was askew, I'd be the first to know about it as chief of security."

Web'exf' shivered and pulled his coat collar around his neck, He listened
patiently while his uncle suggested that the.marker be put back in place. "I

have to know for sure," Weber said finally. He pulled a court order from his pocket

and handed it to his uncle. "This will protect you, Have the casket raised. I'11

alert the corener that wa're coming in,m
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"What'll T tell the tourists?" the uncle vinquired.

Weber blanched. "Nothing, for God's sake, When we're gone put
the marker back, They'll never know the difference," His nostrils were
rigid. "Listen, Uncle Tim, no one is to know about this. If there 's to be
an announcenent, I'il make it." |

The relative, red faced, nodded.

MIf things are as normal as you claim, I'1l bé back here again after
dark with the coffin," Weber concluded. He turned on his heels énd walked

to his car.

Paul Tiley's recruitment of Father lMorrison, as mredicted, was
successful but even the television executive had difficulty rounding up
‘two million dollars in cash on a Saturday morning. Cnly ﬁis power. and friendships
in high places made it possible, Still, it was midday before the armored
Bfinks truck with the money pulled up along side. a CBC corporate jet at
Newwark airport for the flight south. In its wake, executive.s of several
of Manhattan's most prestigious banks were taking unaccustormed naps as a
>result of being roused out of their beds in the early morning darkness. But
~ then, Pal Wiley, in his climb to the top,. kad never kept banker's hours. And,
as a final touch, the 0ld man himself flashed the word to Jordan when the plane

'bOOk Offg <

As soon as Wiley had informed Jordan that Father Morrison would be the
courier, the newscaster picked up the frequency hopper at the bus depot for the
priest %o use. Then, he returned to his hotel room, where he waited impatiently

for further instructions from Hound Dog.
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His telephone-range shortly before one o'clock. Itvﬁas Weber. His
voice was shaky, "I've verification for you beyond the dental work,™" hev
said. “The-vcasket in Elvis‘ vault contained:the bones of a middle aged

- woman, " >

Jordan %vas dumbfounded. "I expected the grave to be empty.”

"Empty or not, our beloved Elvis wasn't there,"

~Jordan moved cat quick. "Who knows about this?"

"So far, only ms, you and the coroner." Weber punctuated his conversation
with trermlous, restless laughs. "And Hound Dog, of course." Then, like a
-sailboat, he was  on a new tack. "This is the work of master criminal,"

Jordan's body was wet with perspiration. He feared the worst, "We've
got to keep this bottled up until the network's six o'clock news,® he said,
a threat in his voice. "I'1l break the story then,® |

"That about the money for Hound Dog?" ‘

"The newscast comes first,!" Jordan paused, thinking. "#hy don't you _
teke my frequency hopper?" he said. finally, "Our courier will be Fathér Morrison
of Cur Lady of Angels. You céuld monitor Houd Dog's directions to him."

"Yhen is the plane due?"

“"That's the conflict. The plrane will get here just when I'm busiest
preparing the newscast.® _
| "hen did you last talk to Hound Dog?®

"Hours ago,"
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"I'11 be right over to get the hopper."

Several blocks from the hotel, Southgéte and IN strolled in the
assembly area for the Grand»Parade of the Cotton Carnival that was to
begin at dusk followed by the exclusive dinner dances and parties the
krewes would hold‘in plush private clubs and hotels.
| For a time, the couple watched students work feverishly to put
the final touches on £he‘Delta college float bedecked in red carnations
and white crepe paper roses., Beside them, a band unloaded from a btus to
take its place shortly in the line of march. Nearby was the float of the
Secret Society of Boll Weevils of which Weber was the Grand Bug. Drifting
beside it, a few.feet.in the air above the back of an old army Jeep to which it
- was attached, was a helium filled bailoon cut in the likeness of the district -
attorney.genefal's_fabe. Sﬁamped on the sides were tﬁe words "Weber for Governor.™

"I guess you'd call that a trial balloon," Southgate said, trying to
‘surpress a smile, |

"Oh, Brax, that's awful," LN retorted, but then she laughed, too,

‘The. pair walked toward the balloon. Other workers, busy with their
cwn'chores, paid no attention to them, Southgate bent over an inspecfed the
gondola. He noted slits cut in the bottom of'the_basket to allow doubloons
to slip through. Nine different doubloons had been designed for the carnival-
one for each krewe plus the king and queen. The Boll Weevils would fill the
géndola with their discs and as the balloon salied along above the parade, the

fake coins would drop through the holes for the crowds to catch as souvenirs.
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"Pretty clever," Southgate said. "Suppose that's ileber's idea?"
LN shrugged. As he talked, Southgate slipped a beeper snugly into one

corner of the gondolz. "That ought to do i%," he whispered., IN took his

arm and they a.mbledv away.,

A% that moment, in his courthouse office overlooking the parade assembly
area, Weber marshaled local law officials. He looked tired and strained,

He seemed to have grown older since last night and there were. lines of
sleeplessness around his' eyes.

"It seems to me this Hound Dog can't have it both ways," he declared.
"Either he passes up the money or we capture him." All around him, heads
nodded dutifully.

WThat does he iook like, Van?" asked the Memphis police chief, Stewart
Peake, who stood erect in a navy blue uniform beside the district attornsy
general's desk,

Weber shook his head. "No ons's ever seen him," he said.

-"Then, who do we look for?" the chief asked.

"I hope the courier will lead us to him, Meantime, I-cah_ only
suggest. that your men keep their eyes open for any unusual behavior,"

At carnival time there's hardly anything else," someone said. The

others laughed, Even Weber smiled wryly.
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"y clues at all?" asked the Shelby county sheriff, Will Tucker,
a sort of Brunswick stew of .a man in rumpled, mismaﬁched clothes.

"ltve héard his voice butesse™

The sheriff, his body overflowing ra chair in front of Webel", “interrupted,
"Do>you have a voice print?"

Tieber twisted his chair around and gazed out of the window at the
floats, His eyes, in fusty conceit, rested for a few seconds on his balloon.
"Hound Dég's voice was obviously distorted," he said at length. "He useé what's
called a fregquency hopper. That's abradio which constantly éhanges channels to
avoid detection. In addition, there was a warble to his voice." Thén, as though
he were an expert, he repeated Jordan's explanation eof this, a smug smile on
his face. "I suspéct he used a variable delay circuit in his frequency hopver
£o'create the warble."

"He seems well prepared," the chief said.

"And caim," said the sheriff. "He must think he can get away with it."
With a sense of realism, he added, "I don't think he'll turn back now."

- Weber looked pained, There seemed to be a certéin sense of admiration
in the‘room for Hound Dog.
' "Howl'bd the old woman's bones get in the grave, Van?" the sheriff

inquired. |

"There's only one way," Weber replied promptly. "There was an exchangeb
of coffins when Elvis was moved from Forest Hill cemetery's Midtown mausoleum

to Graceland,
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WThat was several years ago," the police chief reminded. him.
Weber stood firm. "None-the-less, Llve begun to round up everyone
involvéd. It seems plausible that the Zapse of time has been on purpose
to make it harder for us to conduct an investigation.“
nIf he's as patient to pick up his money, yﬁu won't have to mm
for governor, Van," thebsheriff remarked, "You'll have a lifetime job
right here.," Again, light hearted laughter filled the rocm.
"Anything else, Van," the police chief'askéd. "i've got a lot of
men to deploye” | |
nPresently, thet's it," Weber said, "I'11l wait for Hound Dog to

radio in."

FHEEEE FSRE SRR



Chapter Forty

Father Morrison roared up to the Peabody on his motorcycle, a
white scarf tied loosely around his clerical collar. A small, painted,

black cross decorated the front of his glossy white, hard plastic safety

helmet.

Jordan waited on the sidewalk, The priest was a stocky man in his
early forties with a seamed face framing ever twinkling blue.eyes. A smile
broke across his wide, generous mouth, "Ah, Mr. Jordan," he said, "'Tis an
honor to meet you."

The newscaster smiled. "And the same for me, Father," he replied. Short
of time, Jordan handed the cleric the frequency hopper, quickly explained its
operation and filled him in on Weber and other details. "I'm sorry to be in
such a rush, Father," Jordan apologized, "but I've got to work on my
broadcast."

"Be on your way,vthen," the priest laughed, pressing down on his
cycle's starter. 1111 pull down a few blocks and wait for my orders." He

- gave the motor the gas and sped away.

The wheels of the CBC corporate jet carrying the two million dollars
touched down on the runway at Memphis International Airport.at four tweniy-three
that afternoon. Minutes later the plane rolled to a stop near the general

aviati on terminal to await further instructions.
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Southgate, mearmwhile, had left LN alone in the parade asserbly
area and walked séveral blocks by himself to an isolated sidestreet where
Gershon's vaﬁ was.parked. Once inside, he quickly put up the aerail of his
own frequgncy hopper.

"Hound Dog calling the CBC courier,!" he said.

"1Tis the courier, ﬁimself, here," Father Morrison replied.

"I want you to ride south on Interétate 55 toward the airport,"
instructed Southgate,

Weber, waiting in an unmarked police car outside the courthouse,
listened on the frequency hopper givem to him_by Jordan. "This is it,"
he told his driver. Almost simultaneously, the white helmeted priest, Weber
and Southgate pulled out into traffic from their different locations. "Hurry,":
Weber said.

In minutes, Weber was on the same freeway as Father Morrison. Southgate;
hbwever, headed a mile and a half east to the parallel route, Interstate
Lo-2li0, then south.

The'priest,hanﬁevered his moforeycle in and out among the automobiles.

trapped to the rack on his rear fender was the metal.box for the money. He
rounded the btig curve in the road north of Nonconnah ereek. The sun was to his

back now,
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A half minute later, Weber passed the same turn.

In the van, Southgate lifted his hopper off the empty seat next
to him as he passed the golf course in Pine Hill park. The in*erchange of
40-240 and 55 was three-fourths of a mile ahead of him.

"Hound Dog to courier, Come in if you read me,"

"T read you,"'Father Morrison answered.

"At the airport go to the general aviation terminal. You'll find a
jet there that belongs to Continental Broadcasting Corporation. It's been
on the ground about forty minutes.®

"Roger."

Weber turned to his driver, "He sure doesn't tell us anything>we
don't already know,"

Father Morrison sped through the interchange, Weber still thirty
seconds behind him, Two minutes later he turned into the airport connection
road and headed toward the general aviation terminal. Southgate continued
- on south to Brooks road, then turned east toward the airport, where heipulled
into an isolated area of the hotel parking lot in sight of the main

terminal.
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"Hou.nd Dog to cour'ier.“”

"Read you."

"When you get to the CBC jet take the contents of the package
they give you, then call me," |

"Rogere"

"That!s the money," Weber excitedly’ told his driver.

Southgaté sat back in the van to wait. Weber pulled up oubside of
the general aviaﬁion terminal, where he saw Father Horrison's motorcyle. '
‘The police radio band in his car crackled with chatter. By now'police were
stationed around the airport and along the roads goii'ig pgc‘»:‘ into town ready
4o arrest Southgate if he took the .money from the courier. Circling above
‘them w2& a spotﬁer in a Piper Cub. | |

Teber listened for a few momeh’os, then turned to his dfiver again,
"Hound Dog will never get out of this dragnet.” Then, like a shark that
exists on impluse énd instinct, he picked up the frequency hopper beside
: _him. » |

"Hound Dog, this is District Attorney Weber. In forty-five minutes,
Kyd Jordan'v‘will tell the world Elvis' is missing. You still have time to
back off. There's no way you can pick up that money without us knowing it.
So, why continue? Give Elvis back to us."

Southgate was startled, then realized that Weber, as before, was talking
over Kyd Jorcia.n‘s hopper. It was an unexpected de‘velopmen‘t. He hadn't expected
Jordan to work so clo'sely with Teber. Still, he chuckled quietly to hirﬁse]_f.
tNow that remains to be seen about the money," he shot back at his old foe.

ps for Elvis, he's safe in my hands.!
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Father Morrison was at ihe plane. After a brief discussion with
‘a CEC ekecuti#e at the foot of the ramp, he handed him the frequency
hopper. "Hound Dog, are you there," the executivevésked.

"Here,"

"This is Dwight Hensley, Mr. Wiley's assistant, I just want to make
sure this is your courier,™

"He is. I would like the money transferred to the box he has with
him," ‘

"A11 right. It'1l take just a few minutes."

Hensley handed the frequency hopper back to the priest and motioned
him aboard. There, the CBC official opened a large, brown lsather briefcase
in which one hundred dollar bills were stacked in packs of 310,000 each.‘Mbthodically,
he began to place the bills in the box, one foot sjuare and one foot high.

The priest watched fascinated, at first skeptical then o nfident that
all of the money would fit, Each bill was only +00L5 inches thick. One thousand
~of them reached only four and a half inches high The weight of each one was only
.one-thirtieth of an ounce,

"A tight little package," Hensley said when he finished.

- Father Morrisqn laughed. "But very wvaluable." He snapped on the

frequency hopper. "Hound Dog, I have the money. What next?"

"leave the airport and get back on the freeway. ¥When you get to the

interchange of L0-2L0 and 55 let me know,"
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The priest left the plane, a tigﬁt grip on the money box. ihen
he reached his motorcycle, Weber intercepted him, “Father, just a minute,

I'd like to check that since we'll be riding shotgun for yoﬁ," he said,
identifyingbhimself.

- Obligingly, the priest opened the box and Weber inspected several stacks
of pills. As he did so, he unobtrusively slipped a beeper among them, "All right,
Father," he said, "Take them away.," Earlief in the day, Weber has asked
to board the piane to mark the money but the network had refused him permission,
séying he was interupting a private business ﬁransaction. Its payment for the
story was not a crime, CBC told him, and he would have to tfack Hound Dog
some -other way.

Weber watched the priest mount his motorcycle and roar away. "I can be
just as cagey as Hound Dog," he told his driver as he climbed into his car.
"Follow him,"” |

The priest traveled down the highwa} into the setting sun, the box
strapped to his vehicle. He neared the interchange, Weber several hundred feet
behind him and the Piper Cub circling overhead. "Hound Dog, I'm just east
of the mixing bowl. Which way do I go?*

"Take 4O-240 north," |

"Roger."

Weber turned té his driver, perplexed. "What the hell is going on, I
never expected him to go back into town." He picked up the microphone to the
‘police radio, "Chief Peake, this is Weber." |

"Come in, Van." |

"The courier just turned north in LO-240. What do you make of that?"

"This Hound Dog is a bold one. He's challenging all of us."
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Father Morrison sped along, Soon, the downtown skyline was in view and
-8till nothing had happened, Several miles behind him, Southgate kept pace

with the traffic in the van,

Kyd Jordan stood in. front of the music gate, microphone vin hand,

Clay Granger stooci a few feet in front of him on the sidewalk, earphones
on and holding a clipboard, Behind him, early evening traffic moved briskly
along highway S1,

Granger raised a finger and pointed .at the newscaster to signal
he was on the air, Jordan looked into thebcaznera and began to talk:

"The body of Elvis Presley, world famous singer of the '60s, has |
disappeared from his tomb here at Graceland, his family home, in this
city. |

"Van Weber, Shelby county district attorney general, ordered Mr.
Presley's grave opened at seven-thirty this morning., James Miller, Shelby
county coroner, reported that the nine hundred pound casket contained the
remains of a middle aged woman,

"This almost umbelievable episode began four days ago when'a man;
calling himself "Hound Dog," contacted Continental Broadcasting Gorpbrétion
offices in New York City. During a series of talks over an electronic device
known as a frequency hopper, "Hound Dog" disclosed that Mr. Presley's body
. had been "borrowed" as he put it. Authbrities were notified immediately. It
wasn't un*il last hight, however, that CBC received proof of the abduction
from "Hound Dog." That proof was X—fay plates which matched the late singer's
dental work'. Where Mr, Presley's body is, and how the woman's remains wsre

‘placed in the casket, only "Hound Dog" knows at the moment.
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"CBC is wofking closely with Attorney General Webér and other

local offiéials. No oné at CBC, ér heré, has knowingly seen Hound Dog,
however, Despite'the lack of leads, Mr, Weber, who's thinking of running
for governor, is confident~h§’11.break the case. Meanwhile, stay tuned to
CBC stations for further bulletins,”

Jordan stoodbquietky. Granger walked forward. "Good show," he said.

Interstate LO splits from 240 east of downtown Memphis and goes
west across the Mississippi river into Arkansaé. When he saw the interchange,
Father Morrison tdok the initiative. "Hound Dog, the junction of 240 with LO
is ahead.h

"Already? You're traveling fast." There was a short pause, then Hound
Dog was back. "Take 40, Yoﬁirr nextlstop is the parade assembly area in front
of the,cburthouse. Peel off of 40O anywhers youllike to get there,® Hound Dog
paused again, then asked, "Weber, you still around?" |

"You can't lose me, Hound Dog."

Weber picked up his police radio microphone andfqalled in the Piper
‘Cub. "Can you heér the beeper?" he asked..

"Roger."

The priest sped on. Weber's car was right-behind him now, a portable
flashing red light‘aftached to its roof. At Danny Thomas boulevard; Father Morrison
left the-iﬁteréhange,and began to weave his way through crowded downtown streets,
Gradually, his pace slowed until he movsd at a crawl into the bustle of the

parade assembly area, Marshals shouted orders, Several bands were tuning up.
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The frequency hopper crackled, "I'm here Hound Dog," the priest
volunteered., |

"Find Charley Jonss," Hound Dog instructed, "He'll be at the Boll
Weevils float," |

‘Weber gave his cur's siren a short blast. Father Morrison craned his neck
and saw the district attorney general motion him on, A few seconds later, Weber
pointed to a man, The courier stopped his motorcycle. "Are you Charley Jones?"

UL ame®

‘The courier spoke into his frequency hopper. "I have Mr. Jones,

Hound Dog.," Weber was at his side now. Hound Dog's-voice said, "Mr, Jones,
my courierhas two million dollars I'd like taken to your bank,"

The bark executive looked é.’c. Weber., "What'!s this?" he asked his close
friend in whispered tones. In twenty minutes. the parade was to begin,., Weber
pulled him aside. Their conversation was short and animated, When it was over,
Weber gestured the courier on, He and Jones followed in bthe car, A% the bank,

they were met by Kyd Jordan, his broadcast over. The newscaster took the

frequency hopper from Weber., "Your story is out, Hound Dog,®

Dusk was near. Soon, :the searchlights would play their beams on thé night sky.
The traditional torches to lead the parade were lighted. Father ¥orrisom, Jenes,
Weber and Jordan huddled around the motorcyle in front of the bank,

Hourd Dog spoke. "Listen carefully,® he said. I want the two million
dollars which ﬂie céurier has +traded for the money on display in the bank lobby.

Vhen Weber's balloon passes by in the pai-ade put the box inside its gondola.!



fieber shook his head back and forth vehemently. Jordan cut him
short, "Mr. Jones, it can't make any difference if its CBC'sitwe'million
dollars in that display." Jones nodded. Jordan continued. "This is a
business transaction as far as the network is concerned. CBC owes Hound Dog
that money for £he Presley storj.>I want it paid his way." To the newscaster,
Hound Ddg's latest move was an exquiste detail, He admired it.

Weber began to object again. The irony of his Situation filled him with
erbarrassment, He realized he looked the fool, The display he'd spasmed had
been turned against him. But already, Jones, who'd begun to enioy the joke
on his friend, and Jordan were inside the bank trailed by the CBC camera
crew, In a few minutes, they emerged with the substitute money. Down the sireet,
the parade aporoached., The helium filled likeness of Weber floated lazily -
’abové,vdoubloons filtering from its basket onto. the celebranis below.

| When the balloon reached the bank; the Jeep to which it was attached
was ordered from the line of march to the curb, The balloon was lowered and
the money laid atoﬁ the doubloons,'The crqwd, believing it was a re-supply of
souvenirs, cheered. The balloon tugged at its rope tied to the Jeep, then
© 1ifted skyward again. The frequency hopper crackled. All eyes.tufned toward
it and waited. The féw~seconds seemed’like an eternity until‘Hound Dog's voice,
strong and authoritative, ordered, "Cut the balloon loose."

"No," Weber screamed. But Jordan rushed to the Jeep and untied the
rope. With a surge of freedom, the balloon, traced by‘the TV cameras, rose
majestically skyward through layers of increasing light until it durst into the *

last rays of the day's sun high above the downtown skyscrapers.
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The crowd exploded into applause at the sight, "eber ran to the
police car a few fee£ away and grabbed the microphone to the police radio
and called to the Pii)er Cub overhead, "Follow that balloon. The money iS
in it." |

Moments passed. Back from the plane over the pelice radio to Weber
came a reassuring voice. "{e can hear the beeper. Everything is under
control,."

"Damm it! Nothing is under control," Weber snarped back. "The beeper
you hear is m.t.h the New York money in the bank lobby. Two million dollars

in other money is escaping in that balloon., Now, just use your eyes and follow

that damm balloon."

There was an awkward silence. Finally, the plane responded. "Yes,
sir," the voice said meekly. "Roger.”

The parade passed on. For a long minute, Weber scanned the
rapidly dar‘kening sky, then‘reluctantly turned to Jdnes, "Jell, Charley,

letts go jinside, I'1l get your list of serial numbers on those bills,"
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Jones! shoulders slumped, "That was vault money, Van. Some of it
was old, some it mew. I'd called it in from our branches over several
weeks, I have no serial numbers,"

"pnd the money now inside?" Weber asked,

"That's'all brand new, The banks from which those bills came have
their numbers. You could have traced them as they were spent." Jones sighéd.
"Hound Dog is a devilishly clever fellow," |

Dejectedly, Weber stared at his friend, his depression fueled
further by the fact that high above him his own likeness drifted carefreely
in the air currents with the money he'd hoped to use for entrapment and by
thé realization that OBC was being extremely selective in fulfilling its

promise of cooperation.

The Cessna 206 with Togo and Gershon aboard circled in the sky
over Memphis, the glow of the city's lights reflected on its wing. Below
them and off to the north, the Piper Cub operated by the police still manuevered
in a tight circle above the bank building.
Tn the Cessna cockpit, the dirmed dashboard the onlyylight, a steady
" beep sounded on the radio directional-finder from the transmitter Southgate
had planted oﬁ'the balloon. Togo, allicensed pilot for mamny years, banked

the ajireraft to follow the sound. The beep became louder.
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"T+'s driftingbsouth along the river," Gershon said, wedged into
- the seat beside his friend. He pressed his face to the window, scanning
the heavens for the air filled likeness of Wéber. A'minute passed, "There
it is, below us to the west," Gershon shouted.
Togo took their plane in closer until the balloon was like a giant
silver ball beside them silently stealing its way through space. The gondola
hung underneath, stable and firm. The mooring rope trailed slightly behind,
its loése end crackingAlike a whip.,
For several minutes, they tracked the balloon calculating its speed
and drift, then Gershon slipped from his seat and moved toward a rope that
was loosely coiled on the floor in the back of the cabin and had half a dozen
large grappling ﬁooks-several feet apart attached to it. A rifle lay on a seat
nearby. Togo banked the‘plane and flew in.a wide circle, ready to pilot  the aircraft

back in behind the ballcon when Gershon was ready.

Meanwhile, on the ground; Weber returned to the police car outside
of the bahk.'Rigid in the front seat, he flipped the switch on the microphone
of the-police rédio.

WWéber.hére," he said, callihg the Piper Cub, "Where's the balloon?"

"We don't know, sir," replied the pilot. "Wé've been unable to locate
it without your beeper in the money."

"Well, look, damn i%t," Weber snarled.
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"It's dark out there, sir," the pilot said., "It makes a visuai
sighting difficult. There's a lot of 'sky up here, Without your beeper its
like looking for a needle in a haystack,."

"I can't control the sunset," Weber shoﬁted back in frustration. “I'm
. sorry there'; no daylight left. But, find it."

"Tes, sir," the pilot replied. "We'll do our best. "

The drift of the Cessna carrying Togo and Gershon was steadily
southward, where, an hour earlier, they had taken off from a small airfield
a mile across the Shelby county line in northern Mississippi, a location
carefully chosen bééause it was outside Weber's legal jurisdiction and be-
cause Togo, as a pilot, knew the ownerAalways closed down to take his family
to the Cotton Carnival's Grand Parade.

The>conépirators had debated whether to rent the plane, or, as Southgate
'suggested, "borrow it." Togo and Gershon had argued for the former posing as
a writer-photographer team covering the parade but Southgate had prevailed,
insisting they couldn't expose themselves to possible identification later

"by being seen at an airport.
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The mechanically adept Togo had made it easy to "borrow" the

.kplane; After he ahd Gershonvhad'parked their car in avclumy of woods

and hiked a nuarter of a mile to the’airfield, he!'d entered the coékpit,
switched on a gas tank and advanced the throttle., Then, he'd sliﬁped outside
again, where; with a mere quarter turn of a screwdriver, he'd released the
cowling, lifted it and reached inside to break the magneto wire in half. The
latter, he told Gershon, removed thé ground and made it possible tO-étart the
engine, After a quick pre-flight inspection of the aircraft and a temporary
alteration of its markings, he'd turned the proéeller by hand to kick-on

the single engine.

Togo now manuever=d the plane above and behind the balloon and slowed
its-speed. Gershon anchored the rope around the seat closest to the door, which
‘he forced open against the wind. Bracing himself, he leaned forward and dropped out
the rove with the grap»ling hooks. The distance to the ballodh narrowed. Togo
navigated dowrward and slightly to the right.

"Steady....Steady....steady," Gershon shouted, pronouncing each word slowly
as he dangled the rope to snag the balloon in mid-air. "Steady. Steady." Suddenly,
the rope became taui in his hand, the slack gone. "Ii's hooked. It's hooked, "

he cried out jubilantly.
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Togo increased his speed slightly as he felt the drag, Gershon picked
wo the rifle and fired é single shot to puncture the balloon. As it deflated,
the drag reduced, making the handling more managable. Carefully, without haste,
Gershon pulled the bélloon upward until he could reach inside the gondola and
1ift the money box into the plane, Quickly, he untied the rope anchored
to the seat. The balloon, its helium gone, plgnged downward into the darkness
below. Togo revved the engine and climbed several hundred feet, went into a
wide turn and headed back over the parade route. There, far below them, he and
Gershon saw the floats and bands moving along like a toy train.

Gershon patted the money box, a taste of victory in his mouth. He
laughed, an infectious laugh, abové the roar of the plane. Togo caught the

spirit and joined him,

Weber, glancing wpward from the sidewalk, saw the wing lights on the
conspirators! plane. Mistaking it for the police Piper Cub, he scrambled back
inside of the police car and grabbed the radio mike."I see you overhead again,"
he told the pilot of the Piper Cub, "What can you report on the balloon?!

The pilot hesitated. "Overhead? Where?" he asked finally.

"The parade route."

"That'!s not me, sir, I'm east of the city.“

"But,I can see your wing lights.®

"There must be another small plane in the area." A moment of silence.
MAbout the balloon, sir, I'm afraid it's gottén away."

3% EEE O



Chapter Forty One.

It was twenty minutes to midnight before the excited consoirators,
tneir faces flushed with victory, gathered in Southgate's ‘townhouse. Togo
and Gershon had first returned tﬁe light plane to the airfield in Mississippi
and left five hundred dollars in the cockpit with the note, "a token of
appreciation for the use of your Cessna,"

Now, the money box rested in solitary splendor in the middle of the
dining room teble, 1id open. Dozens of green one hundred dollar bills spilled
over the side, Southgate pulled up a chair. The others sat down near him,
their eyes eager in anticipation.
| Southga*e'!s face split into a wide grin as he gestured twoard the
prize, "Well, it's home," he said. His arms swept around the table. "And
we'lre all Safely back together,"

"Here, here," Gershon shouted.

Togo rezched out and tumbled séveral dozen bills through his fingers.
"That a sight," he exclaimed. None of them had ever been that close to so
- much money before.'Even N, until tenight wealthier than the rest, was
awed,

h19
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With their loot, as with everything else, the conspirators had
been meticulous in their plotting and planning, leaving nothing to chance.
In ssparate talks with each other while riding in the van or at other odd
morents and finally all tosgether after they'd conmceived the sound-a-like
contest-the:night the tunnel was finished, theyfd voted Southgate two shares,
since the idea was his originally, and the others one.

There'd almost been an argument that time, when, at first, Southgate
had resisted their decision. "There's no need to single me out,” he'd insisted,
"Just remember, if We_get caught, and we could be, it's just not me, it's all
of you, too."™ He'd gestured to Togo and asked, "ihere would I be without
your mechanical genius?" Then, he'd ﬂurned to LN, "and your seed money and
disguises?" Then, to Gershon, "and your strength?t

- Togo had responded with some urgency. "Strictly speaking, we don't
have to give you more," he replied. "In fact, the three of us, sticking to-
gether, could vote you a lesser share.," For a moment he paused. "The point is,
Brai, we can always outvote you. We've got you locked in.,"

Even Southgate had laughed, pleased as much at the recognition as
the extra money. But, there'd been an gdded, even more important, dividend
for him, The episode had put his mind at ease over any possibility of mistrust
or greed growing among them as their bounbty swelled. All four were long and
loyal friends. Nene-the-less, he'd worried until that night that one or the

other of them would stray from the fold in face of wealth and notoriety.
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Now, they sat around the table, the clock hands on the stroke
of midnight, ready to turn the tale of Ginderella upside down. Instead
~of reverting to rags and ashes; they were on their way to becoming
millioniares. Southgate reached into the box and began counting out his
share, He motioned to the others to do the same.
"He'1l even up at the end if anyone comes up short," he said,
Hapds reached in and out of the box. The rustle of money dominated
the table as the arithmetic of the couni:ing absorbed each of the conspirators.
Steadily, the level of the bills in the box lowered. Togo stopped counting
. first. |
"'Ihere're no one dollar bills," he announced. -
' Southgate laughed, "I forgot to ask for then," He eyed the pile of
money in i.‘ront of his companion.' "How much do you have there?" he asked.
"Four hundred and forty four thousand and five hundred dollars, I'm
fi.fty six dollars over my share,"
"The others had by now stopved c_ounting, too, and were listening
" intently. Southgate leaned back. "You're all going to be fifty six dollars
over," he said, his eyes darting around the table, "I'll be one hundred and
sixty six dollars short, in turn."

"The Huddle - is open all night," Gershon volunteered. "Maybe we

~could get change' there,"
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Southgate laughed again, ﬁUnless I'm outvoﬁed this time, too,
I'm satisfied.®

The_others~exchanged glaﬁceé. "Wéll; with this much money, oné hundred
and sixty six~d&llars doesn't seem like much,® Togo said.

| 'S0, it was settled and the counting ccntinued until all the money in the
- box was gone and Southgatie sat with six hundred and sixty six thousand five
hundred dollars in front of him and the others with four hundred and forty four
thousand five hundred.
"Now to find a large shoebox," Togo said,

"How about a trip to Las Vegas?" Gershon quipped, the grin of the
- Cheshire cat on his face. "Or a month or two in the Bahamas nert winter?"

"Las Vegas sounds relaxing," LN joked.

Southgatefs eyes swept around the table. "How you spend the money 1is
your business,”" he said. "You have random,,unmarkedbbills in front of wvou,
There's no way they can be iraced, Your viulnerability lies in spending tod
much, too soon, dropping a big wad somewhere that would arouse suspicion because
it signaled too’abrupt a change in your lifestyle, Only over the ldnghaul
would I advise you spend freely."

"Even professors can invest widely, eh?" Togo said, €lyly raising
an eyebrow, |

"For sure," Southgate responded, his voice strong with confidence.
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"That are you going to do with your share right now? asked Gershon
looking directly at Southgate,

"I'm putting mine in a safety deposit box," Southgate replied,
"It11 withdraw it slowly to invest. I'11l have my fun and do my thing
onbthe interest and dividends or what have you.?

The others nodded.

G AR RO



Chapter Forty Two

For Weber, it was back to square one. He'd been called at home
;]usf after dawn on Sunday when the balloon was found by weekend hikers
along the ~MSsis-sippi‘ river in far southwestern Memphis. When he‘ reached
the site, his likeness lay crumpled in a heap covered by spring dew, a bullet
hole near the top and gashes in the sides made by the grappling hooks;

By just fifiteen feet, the balloon had missed falling into the water
and ‘being swept away by the current, Weber wished desperately it had been,
Now it only served to remind him of the agcay and futility of his chase
after Hound Dog the night before. '

"There wasn't any money here at all?" he asked incredulously,

"We've questioned all the hikérs, sir. They saw none. Even {he
dubloons were gone ! |

HWeber cringed and turned his attention "to the bullet hole and the
punctures in the balloon, "Looks like I've been shot and knifed,"

'We think they grabbed it in midair with hooks from a small plane ,--shot. a hole in i
' took the money box, then let the defiated balloon drop while they flew
away. There's no other expﬁ_:ana'bion."b

Weber's face was whibe and hard aé stone, He noticed the investiga’oors
were standing awzy from him, moodily, m.th a kind of fatalism. Again he was
struck by Hound Dog's effrontery and assurance.and he no longer ;oun‘uad on

him making oo many errors.
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Overnight, Weber's confidence in his ability to catch his

- quarry had suffered a setback, His eyes made one last sweep of the

area. "Bring it into the lab," he ordered, poinrting to the balloon,
Nervously, he clirbed into the back seat of his official, chau{feured car and it

sped away.

The phone rang in Kyd Jordan's darkened suite at eight o'clock,
Sleepily, he lifted the receiver from its cradle, which rested on a French
provincial bedside table, "Yes?" he mumbled.

BJordan? Wiley here," The newscaster shot upright from his king sized
pillow and listened intently. "Great work, The ratings overnight have us
clobbering the competition,”

"Thank you, sir.t

Jordan's initial broadcast had set off a scvamble by the other networks
to catch up. Butb at eleven o'clock that night Jordan had moved even farther
ahead of thenm wi_fh his exclusive films of the X-rays drop and Weber!'s m:Ldile
of the night visit to the dentist's office,

"I'm ordering a thousand dollar bonus for you," Wiley said.

"Thank you again," The newscaster smiled at his good fortune.

"Now, How about the auction? What have you done about that?"®
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T‘nére was a long silence., Jordan wondéred wh‘ether the CBC
-~ chairman evesr expected him ’c,oi sleep, He hadn't had dinner until midnight.
Then he showered to relax his tired muscles befxre climbing in under his
blanket, N

"Jordan?" Wiley croaked, "Are you still there?"

"Itve had no instructions yet from Hound Dog," Jordan replied
lamely.

"Hound Dog be dsmed,™ the CBC chairman roared, "This is our show now. No more
tail wagging the dog. The boys up here are working on the sound-a-like contest. We'll
announce it today."

"But if he balks, Or worse, disappears.,"

"Don't worry. He's no doubt just a late sleeper like you, Meanwhile,
I ﬁant you ready to diselose the auction on our Sunday tIssues and the
Nation! program. 1I've alrsady ordered Secretary of Staté Paige scrubbed. 1
want Weber a.nd Hound Dog live from Memphis. The first promo is already
on the air,"

Jordan blinked. "That's a %211 crder,™

"Rubbish. Wctsrls a politican isn't he?l®

"Yes, "

"Yants to be governor doesn't he?!

"Yes, I was thinking more of Hound Dog,"

"He wants to sell his time to the highest bidder, doesn't he?"

HYeS. n
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"7hat bétﬁer way than to advertise., If he hesitates, you call
m." o ’ '
0 K,," Jordan said the word with vigor. He was out of bed and
using one hand to pull on his white cotton shorts while he held the phone
with the other. "Amything else?"
_MNo," Wiley answered, Jordan heara a crafty laugh, then the television
executive's voice again. "We've got . the world by the balls this morning,"
Jordan shaved hurriedlyj then remembered to make a wake-up call o
Clay Granger. He dressed in his dove-gray suit with a silk shirt and knitted
tie, ' To his amazement, Grénger was already in the coffee shop. .
"What the hell," Jordan grumbled. "Do you sleep with your clothes oh?“
"I'was already up," the tEleV1510n producer énsﬁered; |
Jordan filled Granger in as they ate. Outside, a. rented limousine .
waited. Twenty minutes later, the newscaster and his producer were on their

#ay to the studios of CBC's Merphis affiliate, WMCQ-TV,

- A skeleton weekend staff was on duty in the WMCQ newsroom when the
New Yorkers arrived. The. editor in charge informed Jordan that the balloon
had been found minus the money and that they had:some £ilm on the discovery-if
he wanted to see it. That task fell to Granger. Jordan teléphoned Weber,
who jumped at the chance to be interie#ed on national television. Then hé
undertook thg more difficult task of contacting Hound Dog..Freqﬁency hopper
"in hand he entered the private office the editor turned over to him and closed

the door.
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Jordan needn't have worried. Southgate rose that morning eager

" to cooperate with him. He hoped the nefwork would intervene and do the
yeoman's work for the auction., To that end, he'd turned on his frequency

, hopioer irmmediately upon gettingvout of bed on the off chance downtown Memphis
was within range of his townhouse. There'd been a lo£ of crackling and
sputtering but nothiﬁg more.

He showered and shaved; Dressed. in a palé yellow sports shirt and brown
slacks, he made a quick breakfast for himself and Gershon, who'd spent the nj.ght,_
in ’c.he.guest room in order to assure an early start in the van. LN had returned
to the Trimbles and even now was on 2 training mission with BElvie .
out in back of ‘bhé house. | Only Togo slept, Later, he would dismantle more
of the equipment still in the Trimbles basement.

' His eggs eaten, Southgate pu£ his plate in the dishwasher. The frequency
‘hopoer, now on the sink counter, gé.bbled again, Southgate strained an ear.
Faintly, under "ohe jumble of meaningless noises, he thought he heard a voice
repeating, ~"Hound Dog." Then the words faded
awaye

He urged Gershcn to hurry. "It's time to be on the road,™ he‘ said.

‘Gershon wiped his mouth with a napkin and got up from the table still
chewing a piece of toast. "I'm ready.” |

As they stepped outdoors, warm spring air brushed their cheeks. The
two en exchanged pleased glances. A balmy, sunny Sunday meant lots of autos

in the streets to help veil their identity.
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Tﬁé traffié was‘ already thick when Gershon reached Poplar avenue
. aﬁd drove west toward the downtown area, the heat rising in shimmery waves
in front of the van, Southgate listened intently to the noisy sounds of the
frequencr hoppers. "Hound Dog for Jordan," he called. "Hound Dog for Jordan,"
Once, faintly, he was sure he'd heard Jordan respond, He frowned when
the sound faded away, but then he cast a sidewayé glaﬁce at Gershon. "We'll
~.be in range soon."™ Again fhé speaker hissed and squeaked. "Jordan calling
Hound Dog." the words were weak but distinct. "Jordan calling Hound
Dog.™
"Hound Dog here."
"I barely read you," But even as he spoke the words became stronger.
"Another {few minutes, Jordan,"
"You're clearer ali‘eaéy. Keep coming,"

Five minutes later the van was roaring along the fringe of the
éeﬁtral business district., Southgate sent out his call for the newscaster
again,

"My reception is fine now," Jordan said., "Do you read me?"
#Like éhapel chimes,"
"Okay." The voice was énthusi’astic. "We're ready to put the call oub

for your auction. We'd like you to be on our 'Issues and the Nation! in two
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"Of course,"

"I'm sorry, but I ca.n’t‘go public like that. There's too much
danger, Weber would arrest me on the spot,m

Jordan laughed. "You misunderstand, I mean live over the frequency
hopper,."

Southgate took stock. "Oh, oh., That's different, Of course, I'11
do that,”

- "Weber will be in the studio telling about his investigation, by

- the Bay."

Instinctively, Southgate stiffened., But he would make no demands. |
Let Weber pontificate. Let him discuss his theories. Let him rant aboub
“Justice. He was too insular',’ too matter-of-fact, too pompoué to matter.
"iie to hike your ratings, him to lower them," he said finally.

Jordan laughed again, "I'1l count on you to carry the day." He
- changed the subject slightl&, became more business-like, "Now, you must
stéy within range. That's important while we're broadcasting, Your voice must
be clear and strong."

"T understand,”
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‘One thing was certain, Everyone would know exactly the direction
of Weber's probe. |

"I111 speak to Weber briefly first since he'll be in the studio,"
Jordan explained. "Then, I'11 switch to you. We'll do it just as we are
now— conversationally. Run with the ball if you want, Don't wait for
questions from me. I'll interrupt when I want the mike back,"

"Sounds workable,"

There!ll be a lot of listeners out there, so make your pitch
good." | |

nT111 tell them to contact CBC," Southgate said, It was half
question, half statement. |

"We'll have a special telephone number which will be flashed on
the screen," Jordan said. "I'l11l handle that part of it."

"I'11 pick the finalists from those. who call.,”

~ "Yes, If that's your wish, That part is up to you."

"That's my plan,® Southgate said authoritativély. He took Jordan's
silenée as an indication the newscasier'was through with his instructions.
UWIf that's ail,_I'd like to sign off," Southgate said, "I've several preparafions
still to meke."

Jordan cautionéd, " Be back on the air by eleven forty-five."

"How about the sound-a-like contest?"

"They're taking care of that New York."



"Check," Southgate said,

1 ‘Jordan and Weber sat close together on a blue carpeted dais
in cloth covered swivel chairs, small microphones attached to their
ties. White hot bulbs bathed them in light. In a third chzir, looking
mysterious and cbnfident.ial, was the newscaster'é frequency hopper.

Jordan leaned slightly forward, "Tell us, Mr, ¥Yeber, what progress

have you made in your investigationg™"

- The Shelby county attorney general exhaled slowly,. "We've begun
the questioning., It's my strong belief Mr, Presley was never in his tomb
a"r, Graceland, as you know. Undoubtedly, a switching of caskets took place
7nen he was moved from Forest Hill cemetery. That's the only plausible
2xplanation for the woman's remains showing up at Graceland., We 've questioned
2 half a dozen people so far in connection with the move from Forest Hill,.."

He was interrupted by Jordan. "And you think Hound Dog was connected
7ith that move, then?"

"Absolutely.”

"Why would he wait so long to surface?"

"Cumning, The delay has made his trail very cold.”

"But he's right here in Memphis. We're going to talk to him
shortiy."
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"It's just a voice, Mr. Jordé.n. A voice from the tomb, so to
speak. It's difficult to capture a voice. I need a body to go with it. Sooner
or later one of those we question in connection with the move will be Hound
Dog or he will lead us to him,"

"It's only a matter of time, then?"

"Just é matter of time." Weber pointed to the freqmency hopper. "We're
checking the purchasers of those, by the vway. And we're also check'ing
scheduled burials of woman at the +time Mr. Presley's body was moved. It's
painstaking, time consuming laboz,"

"¥ith all the elements of good detective work,"

Weber'!s face broke into a smile, "Right."

Jordan glanced at the clip boar# on his knee and then looked
directly into the camera, chosing his words with care. "In a few morents
we'll be talking with Hound Dog, As I disclosed ex.clusivel;y last night,
Hound Dog first contacted CBC in connection with the disappearance of Mr,
Presley's body. He asked for two minutes of our air time to sell to the
highest bidder in r;eturn for disclosing the whereabouts of that body. In *he
public interest, and to relieve the anxieties of the millions of the late
singers fans, we, of course, agreed,"

The newscaster sat silently as the program switched to a

commericial,
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:.Jbrdan purpoSéLy'didn't mention the two million dollars the

network had paid Southgate”thé night béfdre. Weber wasn't anixious to
discuss it in light of his own embarrassment with the balloonuso he was
mum also.

The program returned to Jordan, the camera close-in on his face,
"And now we'll talk to Hound Dog." The camefa switched to a close-up of the
freguency hopper. "I'm sure many viewers -don't know how this electronié
device, called a fregquency hopper, works," Jordan said. "It has sixteen rotating
.channels aﬁd stays for one-tenth of a second on each freguency. You may detect
a quiver in Hound Dog's wvoice., We believe he has what is called a variable
delay circﬁit‘in his hopper. This circuit distorts the characteristics of the
voice so it can't be recbgnized." The anchorman tilted his head slightly.
"Hound Dog are you there?"

A$ the camera remained on the frequency hopper, a disemquied voice
. said, "This is Hound Dog." The words were clear and strong.
"Hound Dog, in return for Elvis, CBC has agreed to give you twé

" minutes of air time, What do you plan to do with it?% |
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"Mr, Jordan, I'm vputting it up for auction. It will go to the
’person I select to plead his or her céuse. You said it will go to the
highest bidder. A1l thingé being equal it will., But, I will use other -
measurements also——="

"The time might not go on the basis of money alone then?" broke-in
Jordan.

"That's correct,”

"¥hen will you hold your auction, Hound Dog?"

"Tuesday night here in thz Crpheum theater in Memphis."

Jordan turnmed and looked into the camera. "Those interested should
contact the Contiﬁental Broadcasting Corporation at its headquazfters in New
York City." A ‘belephbrie number flashed on the sc_reeh. "Call 800-—212'-738 5000,
We'll forward your name to Hound Dog.™

"T appreciate CBC acting as my clearing house,” Hound Dog said. Again
the camera was on the frequency hopper in the chair,

Jordan spoke again to Hound Dog. "Will you pick the winner at that time?"

"If possible. If not, I hope I can announce the winner during the sound-
a~-like contest.!

Yes, folks, that contest to determine the singer who sounds the most
1like Elvis will be held on CBC, too, right here from Memphis!' Orpheum theater
§n Thursday night."

| Jordan turmed to Weber, '"Will Hound Dog still be free Tuesday night?"
Weber looked fit to explode but he managed a smile. "Not if I have my

way. We're working around the clock to catch him."
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Jordan turned to the camera, "Bu’c.bas of nowvhe remains uncau"ght."
He paﬁsed for -dramatic e_ffect as thic camera moved to the frequency hopper.
He is obviously neither a slow .nor stupid man," |

- The camera pulled away. Weber v%as 1livid once off the air. "You

put me on the spot,” he shouted. "y 2"

"Because the chase is part of the story. ‘People want to kmow its
status."

Weber yelled, "You news guys would double cross your oWn grandmother
for a. story." | |

Jordan laughed. "And politicans wouldn't for votes?™ He stared Weber
étraight in the eye., "We've gi.vgn you' a million dollars wor"ch of exposure
today in your governor's race, Whether you sink or swim in this investigation
is not my concern. I'll cooperate where I can. But I'm not vgoi.ng_to roll over
énd play dead for you. Your success or failure in this investigation will

be reported by me." | |

Weber stood silently for perhaps a minute, His mouth was dry and

his tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth as if it were glued there.k He

wished he'd never heard of Hound Dog.

\



Chapter Forty Three

Kyd.Jordan stood over the Telex in the studios of WMCQ in Memphis
and watched it print the names sent from New York, "My God, Clay, look
at this," he exclaimed.

" The TV producer leaned over the~machiﬁe and saw, "Solidarity, Gdansk;
Poland," followed by a New York telephone nurber. "How could it have a representative
here?" Granger asked.

"Through the Polish American Congress, maybe."

Granger ﬁodded. "Exciting isntt 117"

The &70 men édntinued to watch the printer clatter out the namss,
Some were insignificant without a chénce at the two minutes, others were
as surprising as Solidarity.

"Amazing," Jordan muttered as the words Chrysler Corporation,
Detroit, apveared. Again, there was a call back number aﬁd the name of a
representative,

"There's more than fifty.already," Granger remarked. He checked his
wéfch. Thé program with Hound Dog and Heber had been over three hours.
"Hound Dog éaid‘he’d contact me at four-thirty," Jordan said. "That's

another thirty minutes.,"

In his office, Weber reached for a bottle.of Spatlése. The label indicated
it was from a vineyard in the upper Rhine valley near Minster. The Shelby county
attorney general savored the first sip. With 1t came the relaxation he sought.

435
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The round-up of suspects was slow, Although it was élear now the
qu;r_:stioning wold take several day'a,_ he was determined not to be .stampeded.
The final drama of Hound ﬁog's operation couldn!t possibily come before the
" weekend, That gave him six days, | - |

He tnok another sip, He thought of the balloon and smarted. Jusﬁ then
there was a rap on his office door, "Yes, come in," ¥eber beckoned,

Walter Tibbett, his first assistant, entersd, "The men are back from
checking the vault at Graceland," he said, Weber nodded, "They're satisfied
it hasn'ﬁbeen entered,” Tibbett slumped down in a chair in front of his
' boss's desk. "They found a few hairline cracks in the concrete here _and there
but that's all."

"Then, béyond a doubt there was a switchp®

Ves, i;c, seems so, But, so far, we've drawn hothing_but blanke in
the questioning. The leads go nowhere, like trails of worms in &ld
wood,"

"Anything on the freqmency hoppers or the balloon?%

"Nothing yet.”

Weber scowled and took another drink of his wine. He held up the
bottle, "Like some " he é.sked his aide.

"I believe I will," Tibbett replied. He rose and fetched a glass.,

) Jordan
Hound Dog contacted . -:»n the dot at four-thirty,

"Your work is cut out for you," Jordan told him, "There are seventy
responses, some with potential. The Moral Majority is one, The Sioix Indian
Nation is another, It's an interesting bunch." Jordan paused, "Want tc hear

the entire lisg?n
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"Yould I e#er," Hound Dog said.
Jordan began, He read rapidly until he came to the Sierra Club,
where Hound Dog interrupted. "Mark that one for further consideration,"
- he said,
Jordan continued. Hound Dog stopped him again at the Palestine
Liberation Organization, "That one, to0o," he said. Jordan put a check
in front of the name and went on, Ten callers later he read Israel,
"S0," remarked Hound Dog. "We becomé a little.Uhited Nations."
"The call back number for thé»Israelis is a2t the U.N.," Jordan
informed him, "The name is Hannah Tesslar, their ambassador,"
- "Hannah Tesslar," HoundﬂDog'repeated,'his voice mellow,
"Tou sound as if you kmow her," remarked Jordan.
"Just the name," replied Hound Dog. He shivered at how close he'd
come to saying more, Vivid memofies of her whirled within him, Five years ago
Hannah Tesslar, his Tess, had been a resident lecturer in political science
for a semester at Delta college. A beautiful and intelligent woman, she and
Southgate had been mutually atrracted and experienced a Shdrt but intense
affair before she returned toc Israel. Duty, she said, came before love, He
thought of her tenderly now and wondered what it would be like to see her
again, | |
"Shall T check her?" Jordan said.

"What?" Hound Dog asked, shaken from his remembrances,
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"Shall I check her?" Jordan repeated,

"Certainly,"

"I wasn't sure you ﬁere still there," the newscaster said and
laughed.

' "Go‘on;" Hound Dog te¢ld him,

When Jordan finished; he said, "You ought to weed out the small
fry."

"It's too late."

"Seventy is too many," the newscaster complained. "You'll have
to make some choicess A dozen, or fifteen- that's all we want,"

Hound Dog hesitated before answering, "We're dealing in high
cotton, I take it," he said finally.

"We sure are," Jordan knew a tight, fast paced program would
make a better telecast. If the show dragged, viewers would turn away to
another network. "Narrow it down to the big bidders.”

Hound Dog did sonefqui¢kbcalcula£ion in.his head, The highest
advertising rate on prime time television was $175,000 for thirty seconds.
That added up to $700,000 for two minutes. But worldwide publi~ity and media
coverage would make the auction even more valuable. "Let's put the floor
at #350,000," he said.

"Higher," Jordan urged.

"A million?" Hound Dog suggested,



139
"At least, Come Friday_night yours will be the most val:able
two minutes in “he world,"
"I'11l start the bidding at one million dollars, then," Hound Dog
said. "Anyone under that is automatically eliminated. Those interssted should put one
ihundred thousand dollars in earnest money accounts at Ciﬁiba.nk for the right to zid.
"I111 have our special operators in New York make the call backs,"

» Jordan szid,

The pair made arrangements for their next contact tc be at noon

on Monday.

The ivory colored telephone rang in Hannah Tesslar's New York
apartment two blocks east of Central Park in the lower sixties, She'd
read for several hours as the day shifted from a sunny Sunday afternoon to
dusk to darkness, As she strode across the terrazzo floor of her foyer to
answer she caught sight of the city's lights blinking in the streets below,
vHevr black, sheer wool skirt pressed against her thighs,

~ She hadn't reaiized”the'_hCur. ‘

"Hamnah Tesslar,® she said, removing the small gold earring from
her ear as she pressed it égai_nst the receiver, Her face was finely boned,
with perfecily proj:o’rtioned features.

The caller was one of the special CBC operators, who exp lained thab
the bidding on Tuesday night would begin at one million dollars. A flicker
of excitment shown in Hannah's dark brown eyes as she said, "I'm prepared

to match that.?
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ATter douole.cheéking,,the operator rang off.

Hannah Tesslar was a sabra, a native born Israeli. She'd spent
the early part of the day convincing her superiors in Tel Aviv that her
country should buy Hewnd Dog's time. The politicial assemblies of the world
were tired, old arenas filled daily with thousands of mzaningless words.
Perhaps in two short minutes from a foreign policy outpost like Memphis
the words would have a different’ring. Finally, a little reluctantly, they!'d
agreed. |

Hannah had fond recollections of the bustling hub of America's mid-
south, She thought of Southgate often. The memories satisfied her, however.
She'd made no effort to contact him since her arrival in New York nine
months agb,és the head of her country's U.N. delegation. The post was a
prestigious one for her as she approached her mid-thirties.

Almost immediately, Hannah picked up the telephone again and spokes
to an aide on the floor below, which housed the work space fof the Israeli
mission. She instructed him to make her an air reservation to Memphis on
Tuesday morning.

ﬁI'll alsg need a hotel room," she told him. His name was David Bass.,

When he asked for how long, she answered quickly, "Until Saturday.“»

- Clearly, she expected to win,

<
<

R R0 seat

3
?



Chapter Forty Four

On Monday morning fan clubs began putting pressure on Axelbank
to offer a ransom for Elvis' return. White T-shirts appeared everywhere
with the slogan "We Want Elvis" emblazoned in blue letters across the
frent.
| Axelbank fidgeted over the developnient.i He sat at his desk feeling lonely and
alienated, as though he didn't have a friend. In front of him was a pile of telegrams
from all around the world. Each one bore the same message. Help get Elvis
back. Offer our money..
"God, this could get out of hand," he told Hargaret Jean '7sa.rily
"Mihat are you going to do?" she asked him. |
Axelbank threw up his hands. "These clubs are my bread and butter,
But why should I do anything? This fellow, Hound Dog, has already procrised
to give the body back when tﬁe auction is over. I'd just throw moneyv away. if T
intervened," |
. Mai‘garet Jéa.n, who'd been standing beside the desk, walked around -
and patted his cheek. "Now, now," she comforted. "Don't fret. Wé'll find

a solution,™



Axelbank picked up the telegrams and let them filter idly through
his hands onto the desk again, He sighed deeply. "Don't count on it my

dear,n ‘ '

A few blocks away, Jordan waited for Hound Dog's call., It came a
couple of seconds after ﬁoon.
Seven - pledges have been received for a million dollars," the neswscaster
told him; "Everyone else dropped out.”
"Who pledged?ﬁ
- "Israel, the PLO, the Moral Majority, the Sioux, Chrysler corporation,
the Sierra club and Poland's Soiidarity." | ,
"They 've been notified to be' here at the Orpheumvtheater Tuésday
night?"
"Notified and accepted."
"Everything is ready then?"
“ﬁé’ll telecast the anditions, The rest is up to you,"
“I'1] handle my part." Hound Dog ‘assured him,
"Until tomorrow night then," Jordan swiiched off his frequency

hopper,

That evaling,vWéber ended another active day of investigation

without any results. He was no closer to a solution than when he startel. iithout

knowing it, he was glvia: +*he conspirators the time they needed to complete
their plan,
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His one agcovplisMent on Monday was a minor success in tracing
the frequency hoppers to their mail drops. From these he learned that
anbo.ld woman wearing granny »g\la.sses and supported by a cane had picked
them all up on the same day just a little more than a week ago.

Walter Tibbett, his top assistant, raised the point first, "It
seems odd," he said to Weber, "that someone who switched coffins four years
ago would wait until the last few days to pick up their communications
‘equipment right here in Memphis,™ |

But Weber was 1like a man in hiding for a long time., He no longer
wanted to see the light. Like the fish who inhabit watery pools deep in
~ caves, he'd lost his vision, "ialter, they just wanted the most modern

radios,®

"Yes, that's possible," Tibbett agreed,

You reported to me yesterday yourself that the vault was intact.®?

"Yes, I did. Still a switch could have been made more recently. An inside
job with accomplices,™

"Are you suggesting we question the security men at Graceland?®

"Tes. And the neighbors., Maybe they've seen something.!

Weber's voice was cold. "I won't hear of it," he said. "You know

my uncle is in charge of the security for the estate.?



Tibbett didn't pursue the subject further. He remained skeptical,
‘however, "I'1l call it a day then," he said, When he finally turned the

~ lock in the front door of his home it was near midnight.

Mid-morning Tuesday at La Guardia field, the back-up of jets looked
like a long,twisting conga line as the planes moved slowly to the end of
the runway for take-off from New York. Hannsh sat by a window in the no
smoking section, two aides behind her, gazing back at the drab, grey
terminal, several thoughts competing for her attention. Seemingly, they hop-
scotched through her ﬁind daring her to snatch one and concentrate on it. But,
there‘was no need for that, she told herself. All of them were part of the
séme package- her own life, Brax and her Memphis mission. They were intricately
interwoven and she could skip from one to the other freely without losing
continuity.
She hadn't decided yet whether to look up Soﬁthgate. She wouldn't admit
to herself that she might be afraid._She_had.chosen to interpret the last five
. years as interrupted love. Now, for the first time, she was faced with the
:possibility~that Southgate had forgotten and would reject her overture.
If she were different, she thought., If she were someone else. If she could
change who she was. But, she couldn'f do that. The plane bumped along. A

strand of her black hair fell onto her forehead. She brushed it back.
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Her mind drifted backward, like a mo&ie film in reverse, First
'she'ﬁas at the Hebrew University in New Jerusalem, where, as a young woman,
she'd struggled apd sacrificed to learn everything possible about politics,
Then, as a young teenager, in Ranat Gan, outside of Tel Aviv, with the red
£ile roofs on stucco houses with backyard gardens. Right or wrong, by
then the philosophy was ingrained in her that things in Israel were. not
for the here and now but that all was for tomorrow., She'd been taught this
- still further back in her childhood in Haifa, where she'd lived in a brownstone
house (done in square Arabic style) in the hills above the bay.

The plane turned and faced the runway. In an instant it thrust
forward, gathering speed until its wheels left the ground. Hannah watched
the earth fall away, the famiiiar landmarks becoming smaller. At thirty
thousand feet, the cruising altitude for the flight, she gave ler thoughts
to the auction., Then, as the jet engines softened and the plane slowed for
its descent into Memphis, she felt as if she were free floating and she
wanted to stay forever in the sky, safe from earthly emotions.

The screech of tires as the wheels took hold of the runway brought
back reality, She saw the terminal, The pléne taxied to the gate and she
stepped inside the building. She glanced around. Suddenly, she realized
she was 1ooking‘for Southgate,’wishing'he - were fhere to meet her. My God,

Hannah, she thought, get a hold of yourself,

At intervals during the day, representatives of other participants

in the auction had also arrived in Hemphis.
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On the evening news, Kyd Jordan stéod in front of the Orpheum
theater, the ever present microphone held brominently in front of him,

"In two hours, this rococo monument to the past behind me will be the
scene of llound Dog's auction, The winner, the world knows now, will appear
fqr two minutes on CBC to plead his causs, After
that, Hound Dog has promised to return Elvis, It seems fitting that this éld
movie house, which showed some of his films, is the location &f tonight's event.
 It has been restored to its old glory in recent years and is now used as a
civic auditorium,?

Jordan pointed to the doors behind him, where double lines had formed.

ﬂAiready crowds are here waiting., Unexpectedly, this event has become the
star attraction of the city's annual Cotton Carnival, The big question, of
course, is how Hound Dog will conducﬁ the auction, The Shelby County Attorney
General has police stationed , L t for several blocks
around the theater, They don't know what Hound Dog looks like, but they
~would recognize his‘trade‘mark— the: frequency hopper he uses to communicate
his wishes,"

Jordan paused for dramatic effect.

"So, the stage is set, The wbrld will be watching what happens here
in Memphis tonight."

Jordan traded the microphone to a crew technician for the frequency
hoppér._He turned to Granger. "T'd hoped he would contact me while I was

on the air.!
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v.Granger replied, "I thinl he's lying low until the &uction.™
"I wonder where," Jordan speculated.
At that moment, Hound Dog was already set up in a room 4n the
‘Peabody hotel, a stone's throw away from the Orpheum., The distance in-between
consisted mainly of a couple of open blocks of leveled land scheduled for
urban renewal,
Southgate had checked into the hotel earlier in the day as Earl
Bottomley from Little Rock, His room was on the eighth floor facing the
direction of the theater. He had his frequency hopper., Jordan ﬁad one and

the others had been delivered to the theater, He waited now for the telecast

to begin,

The theater's seats filled as soon as the doors were opened. Two. of
the more interested spectators were Togo and IN, who sat midway back on
the main floor's ceﬁter aisle, Gershon remained outside scouting the police.
As the participants in the auction arrived, they were escorted to the stage
- by ushers hired by CBC., Crews manned TV cameras at a half a dozen stations
in the theater and Kyd Jordan sat in a hastily built glass Booth at one

side of the stage,visible to the audience.
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When the appointed houf arrived, the theater was quiet. F'r§m
his hooth, Kyd Jordan described the scene” to the television audience, his
frequency hopper ‘beside him, The cameras swept the audience and then
zoomed in on the bidders on stage. “hey vere a colorful group. Chief Eagle
‘Feather was in full tribal regalia. Thé Reverend Jirmy Logan of the Horal
" Majority wore a clerical collar, a Bible in his lap. lMehdi Majali of the
PLO was in a flowing white robe, topped by a headcloth. Gurtls Harlow of
the Chrysler Corporation, Josef'Gornicki for Solidarity and Hamilton Rogers of
- the Sierra Club wore business suits. Hannah was in a smartly tailored

rose suit and a soft white, silk blouse. A small microphone hung in front of

the frequency hopper in Jordan's booth ready to pick up Hound Dog's voice.

In his hotel room, Hound Dog watched on television. When the camera
reached Hannah he turned down the sound to avoid feedback in the hoppers
and spoke into his,

"Welcome,™ he said to theé .bidders. A collective gasp of excitment
swept through the audience. "I'm honored that you came and I'm sorry you
all c¢an't win. The bidding opens at one million dollars. In addition, 1'11
Weigh'the merit of your subject matter. So, the two minutes on Friday night
won't automatically go to the highest bidder. Money talks, but not completely.
There are several frequency hogpers on the stage., You mus% use one- for me to
hear you. I suggest that you pick one up when I call yoﬁr name, Make your
bid, ‘then tellme what you will discuss if you're awarded the time on Friday. Chief

Eagle Feather lets begin with you."
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As Southgate watched on TV, the chief rose and took a frequency
hopper. "I bid one million dollars, one hundred thousand dollars." After
a pause he continued, standing tall and proud. "My plea would be that
the American government release us as wards and do away with our reservations,
It is intolerable that such a system of supression . still exists,”

-With that, the chief sat.down.

e, Harlow,™ Hound Dog called out. -

The auto exscutive rose, Chief FEagle Feather handed him a frequency hopper.
"Thank you, Chief Eagie Feather," he said crisply. "I must use this, however,
to raise your bid by another one hundred thousand dollars, I want the time to
convince the American auto buyer that our new cars are as well built as
foreign imports and get as mény miles to thergallon;"
| "Miss Tesslar,®

Hannzh picked»ﬁp the frequency hopper nearest her and remained
seated, her badc ramrod sitraight and her legs crossed at the ankles, "I also
will raise the bid by another one hundred thousand dollars. If awarded the time,
I will plead for an end to fhe hatfed and violence in the mideast and put forward
- ‘an Israeli pledge for cooberation.? |

Southgate locked his eyes on her cool radiancé. She was even more
beautiful than he remembered, There was a ﬁaturity to her features now that
added a haunting lived-in look. Before Southgate realized she'd finished,

there 'd been perhaps a half a minute of silence,
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"Hr, Gornic‘k'i," he said, his brain b'e'g'uming to function properly
yagain.

The Polish spokesman, a defector to the west, stood and took the
frequency hopper from Hannah, "I will bid one million, four hundred thousand
dollars," he said in accented English. "If granted the opportunity, I will
use the two minutes to push‘for free trade unions throughout the communist
bloc, To borrow a thought from Karl Marx- we have nothing to lose but our
chains, " |

Gornicki sat down. Next, Scuthgate called on the Reverend Jinmy
Logan, who rose, Bible in one hand, a frequency hopper in the other. "I will
bid one and a half million dollars," he said. The audience stirred. "Our
causé is mass decency. There must be less violence and depravity in the arts.
That would be my message.!

The preacher sat down.. That left Hamilton Rogers and Mehdi Majali,
"¥r. Rogers do you still want to bid?" Hound Dog asked the representative
of the Sierra Club. | |

"If1l bid another one hundred thousand," he replied, standing
with a frequency hopper. "We want the time to speak on Behalf of our environment.
Con-tra‘ry‘ to the Secfetary of the Interior, Ding Batt, we don't believe the world
is near an end and consequently that‘ our resources can be squandered., We believe
the world has v'a long way to go and that this man should be fired in its best

interests,™
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The PLO representative, Mehdi Majali, took the ffeﬁuency hopper in
anticipation of his twrn. When Hound Dog called his name, he stood, his
robes rustling.

"I will raise the last bid another one huﬁdred thousand dollars,"

h: said, "I would use the time to plead for a Palestinian state. We have
the same right to a native land as others,” He sat down.

"Well," said Hound Dog. "No one has yet fallen by the wayside, You've
all told why you want the time and your explanations are clear. So, let's
continue with the bidding. Who is prepared to go higher than one million,
six hundred thousand dollars?"

"One million, eight," séid'Hﬁrlo'.

Gornicki countered with two million and Chief Eagié Feather with
two milliony fifty thousand,

An excited hurmur swept throﬁgh the audience, It leaned forward ~
anxious for another bid. |

"Two million, bne hundred thousand," Hannah called ouf.

There was a long silence, Tensions increased., A sense of climax
filled the theater. Then the audience heard Hound Dog's voice saying, "I
think there should‘be a time limit for the rest of you to Outbid ¥isg Tesslar,
 You have one minute,"

The seconds ticked away,

"Two million, one hundred and twenty five thousand," Majali said

quietly.
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Hound Dog said, "Again, there is a one minute limit." .

The Reverend Jimmv Logan shifted in his chair and bid two million,
- one hundred and fifty thousand.

"Two million, one hundred and sixty thousand," said Harlow,

Gornicki, who'd sat for some time with his eyes closed, came'suddeniy
to life and called out, "two million, one hundred and seventy thousand."

Again, there was a lenghty silencé.

"Two million, one hundred and seventy five thousand," Hannah said.

"Two million, one hundred and eighty," Majali put in quickly.

The audience waited, spellbound, The ancient antagonisms of the
middle east were being feughit right on the stage in front of them, Surely,
~ Hamah would bid again. But the next‘voic’e belonged to the Reverend Logan
shouting,"two million one hundred and eighty-five."

"Two million, one hundred and ninety," said .Harlow. "And that
will be my finél bid." Roger Hamilton of ths Sierra Club and Chief Eaéle
Feather had both been silent for sometire already.

Majali spoke up again, "Two million, two hundred thousand,®

"Harlow shrugged., The Reverend Logan tapped the cover of his Bible

. with his fingefs than leaned back in his chair, his bidding.cgviously over.

"It'snhardvto put a_price on freedom," Gronicki said, "But for Solidarity
tonight it is two million, two hundred and five thousand.m

The audience clépped in support. Then all eyes shifted to Hannah and
Majali, Silenceseeped through the theater again. Hannah shifted in her

chair. "One minute," Hound Dog said,



1453

"Two million, two hundred and ten thousand,” shouted the PLO
- representative, who now held a frequency hopper in his hand permanently.

"I111 raise that five thousand,“ Hannah said,

"And I five more," said Majali.

Again silence, Nervously, Majali tugged at his robes. Hannah watched
him, wondering for the first time if perhaps there was a limit to.Arab oil
- money for the Palestinians after all. Almost two and a quarter million dollars
was a lot of money to pay for two minutes of television tire, she thought. But
she knew that the spirited bidding between her and Majali would add even more
interest. With satellite transmission around the world, a record number of
viewers might watch. She decided to make one more bid, "Two million, two hundred
and twenty‘five thousand dollars,™ she said boldly, |

"One mimute, Mr. Majali," Hound Dog said.
Several seconds passed before Majali spoke. "That won't be necessary,"
he said, "My last bid has been made."

Hound Dog's response was prompt. "Well, we have a clear-winner in the
bidding," he said. "However, as I pointed out earlier, I might o nsider other
factors, On that basis, I'm‘going to allow Solidarity to remain in the running.
I'11 announce my decision no later that the sound-a-like contest Thursday
nighte I'd like Miss Tesslar to take a frequency hopper with her. I want to
talk to her alone., Meanwhile, will a representative of CBC please collect the
- others?"

Hound Dog signed off., Jordan rescapped the eveni and left the air,
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Weber, his face draﬁn, watched the theater empty like a man hiding
among endless crowds. He wrestled a troﬁbled dream for he sensed his bid
for the governorship was fading with each new da.yof Hound Dog's antics, He
couldn't get a grasp on the situation,

His first assistant stood on the sidewalk beside him, "He's slipped
away from us again," Tibbett said in a somber voice.

Weber gazed at the lights dobbing the buildings around them Like
glowworms, "I'd stake a million dollars that he's behind one of those
windows," he said drearily.

"But we had those buildings under surveillance constantly.”

"Those close-in, yes, Our problem is that he doesn't need to be that
near the theater when he uses the frequency hoppers.! Weber made a sweep with
his a_rm.."'r‘{e can:’c. watch every building in the downtown area,"

"Je gave it our best effort.”

"Tell that to the voters," Weber sighed. "It's not that they want
Hound Dog caught. To the contrary. It's that they think I'm a fool."

"You'll bounce back, Van," Tibbett encouraged.

Weber shook his head. "Only w1’c.h a break and soon." A curl of fear

wiggled in his bowels,

Southgate closed the door of his hotel room quietly behind him and
hurried down the hall on his way to meet Togo and LN, He was relaxed., The

auction had gone well,
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As he reached the street and strode toward the Orpheum, however,
he encountered members of the audience; He smiled and exchanged glances,

a flickering probe. For Southgate, it was a strange feeling and he was certain
a rather furtive look crossed his face. But the people, homeward bound, didn't
notice,

At the theater, a few stagglers huddled in the lobby. Southgate dodged
among them. Suddenly, he stopped and looked around feeling her eyes on him., The
recognition was immediate and warm. They gazed at each other and though the
instant was short it seemed long to both of them. |

Gently, he called to her, "Tess," It was an endearment of old, but he felt
‘ungertainvof himself, "Hannah,"'hé_said louder, "what a wonderful surprise."

For a moment, she turned away looking back into some other period
of time, Then she siepped away from her aidés and moved forward until they
stood facing each other, Southgate hesitated, worried that she might realize
his voice and Hound Dog's were the. same as they talked even though the variable
delay circuit in his frequency hopper disguised it: So, wordlessly, he studied:
; her, a beauty so perfect to him that it seemed as if it had been beaten into
Vher. | ’

At last,Hannah broke the silence. "I hoped you'd come," she said, her
- eyes happy. |
He smiled then and she felt unraveled despite the years apart. "You

handled yourself exceptionally well," he told her.

"Tou saw it all?®
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"Every second."

‘ "T was so nervous," She shifted slightky.

"No one could tell," he said, seeing the curve of her breast under
her blouse, |

She looked at him, her eyes unblinking. "Do you think I of fered
too much money for the time?"

With considerable effort, Southgate stifled . a laugh. "Why, not
at -all," he said suavely. "You'll get your monsy's worth and more." The '
mofe, he hoped, would be a rekindliné of their love,

But she was ahead éf him, "The,more, I already have," she said and
reached for his hand, Iike magic, the touch between them awoke their hibernating
emotions. _Impetuously, their fingérs'entwined and squeezed the last shadows of
unsureness from théir reunion.

Togo and LN approached, Hannah saw them out of the cornmer of her
eye, She leaned forward. "There's Togo Bridger," she whispered to Southgate.
He turned and followed the direction of her glance. LN waved,

| "Hi, Hannah;' Togo said when he was beside her. "You were great "

“Just super," LN added.

Both of them had known her at Delta, when she lactursd there.

"You all make me feel very good," Hannéh replied,

An aide was next to her, whispéring in her ear. She smiled. "David
thinks I should get back to the hotel in case Hound Dog tries to contact

me, I suppose I should goe"
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Southgate spoke up. "You have time," he said wrly. "No d§ubt he
knows you're still here in the theater,”

"Just the same, I should b‘e ready.”

"Youlre right,® LN.said. "Don't let us detain you,"

nIt11 be in touch," Southgate said. Hannah nodded and smiled at his -
choice of words as she and her two aides, David Bass and Simon Ochs, stepped

out for the walk back to their hotel,

The theater was nearly deserted aud the stage was dark except for the
lights in Kyd Jordan's booth. The newscaster was on the network's direct line
to New York. The voice of Paul Wiley oscillated in his ear, The chairman was
estatic.

"Je polled by telephone during the show, Think of it. Nearly seventy
per cent of the viewers," he crowed, "It'll break all records for the sweeps.!"

"Just what you predicted," Jordan put in when the CBC executive paused
for breath.

"T only wish we were selling those two minutes oursélves," Wiley said
wistfully. "Hound Dog is being paid five hundred and fifty six thousand, two
hundred and fifty dollars every thirty seconds. God, that's two hundred thousand
more tha.ﬁ é spot on the Super Bowl."

Wiley hung up. Relaxed and off camera, Jordan yawned. A fly battered
itself .against the-booth's window pane. The anchorman:watched its futile eff ort

and thought of Webver,



Chapter Forty Five

"It was a bit of showmanship," Southgate explained te Togo and
Gershon. "By singling out Solidarity I gave it a boost, but the time
should go to the highest bidder. It's the only fair way."

"Is that why you.tOId Hannah to keep the frequency hopoer?" Togo
asked.

Southgate nodded. "I'm going to contact her so she can move ahead on
the Israeli payment but I still won't make the announcement until the sound-a-like
contest Thursday night. let's keep the interest high."

"The contést is important to LN," said Togo.

"pinother reason we want to have maximum exposure, Delaying the announcerment
of the winner until then will’help'make it a great mixture of Elvis music and
suspense." |

Southgate and his two companions sat in his hotel rodm. The  second hand
‘of his watch swept past the hour of eleven. He motioned to Gershon. "You'd better
get along with it," he said. Gershon nodded and slipped out the door. A few minutes
later,on schedule, he stepped from thé stairwell and walked down the corridor
té Hannaht's room. Quickly and quietly, he hooked the dark suede bag on her
door knob and withdrew,

An hour had elapsed since Sou*hgate last talked to Hannah in the guise
of Hound Dog and she'd begun to think a call from him wouldn't come that
night.

1458
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She 'd already turned to dismiss her aides when the frequency hoprer
crackled like a wrinkled piece of cellophane and a deep voice errupted from
the speaker, "Miss Tesslar, this is Hound Dog." |

"Yes, I'm here," she replied.

Mfiss Tesslar, It's my judgment that the only fair winner is the
" highest bidder and that is Israel, Soiidarity has made a great effort on the
behalf of freedom, however, and it should be recgonized for that. I want to give
it the backing I can so I'11 wait until Thursday night to officially announce you
the winner, Meanwhile, you can get your payment to Memphis, There's a black
suede bag hanging from your door knoby" Hound Dog's distorted voice quavered,
"Will wvou get i{, please?!

Hannah stared at the speaker, fascinated and wondered what this possibly
had to be with her bid. Simon Ochs, one of her aides, hooped to his feet and
retrived the article.

"T have it," she said.

"That's for ny payment. Please guard it carefully," Hound Dog directed.

"o other bag is to be uséed."

"The money will never fit," Hannah blurted impetuously.
pJ
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"You're quite right," Hound Dog replied. "But diamonds ﬁill.
My payment is to be invgems,"

Hannah gaSped and her heart beat increased, "But there's so little
time," she pleaded. | |

"Come now. A sovsreign power wiﬁh the resources of state at its
disposal certainly can round up a little more than two ﬁillion dollars in
: diamonds.“ The voice was patient and she was thankful.

"When is the payment to be made?" she asked anxiously.

"No later than Friday night. I want stones worth at least ten thousand dollars
each wholesale., They should all be brillant cut. Thé color should be E, F or G
- and they should be VS 2 or better."

"How will I deliver them?".

"Wé'llvdiscuss that once the stones are in youf péssession."

UI see,"

"Best you concentrate first on getﬁing them, isn't it?"

"Tt is a tall order."

"I won't keep you then.'

When she was certain that Hound Dog had signed off, Hannah, donscious
of security, snapped off the'frequency hopper béfore she picked up the telephone.
The call went to the Israeli embassy in Wadh ington, where the ambassador listened
to her instructions and then,. shortly before midnight, Memphis time, relayed

then to Tel Aviv,

It was already eight o'clock the next morning in the Israeli capital
when the ambassador's call came through. A short time-later, a government official
entered the Israel Diamond Exchange and approached Moshe Green, the best known

‘dealer in *the Jewish state.
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The two men shook hands. "Louis Barak, what brings you here?"
Green asked,

"I must talk to you in secrecy," confided Barak., "It is a matter
of great urgency. By sundown we must have commitments for two million, two hunired
and twenty five thousand dollars in diamonds for delivery to our embassy
in Washington by Friday morning."

Green looked at his friend. "An intéresting'amount," he said, an
eyebrow raised, "It correéponds exactly with our bid in Memphis,."

"Draw your own conclusion, Moshe, but don't dwell on it at the
expense of getting the job done. What can our own Barmatz factory supply?"

"Not that much.! |

"Even though we claim to lead the world in diamond finishing?"

"We'll still need outside help. How do you want them?"

Barak repeated Hound Dog's instructions to Hannah.

Green nodded, "Leave me now," he said. "I must get started,"

Barak murmured, "mazel und broche," the traditional Hebrew phrase
for luck and blessing and clasped Green's hand. The deal was sealed. With
that,‘the government official made his way back through the rows of dealers!
tables, where discerning eves, trained by experience, examined the day's

gems.
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It was now a waiting game.

Koshe Green liked intrigue. With pressure from the government he
no doubt could have rounded up the entire shipment he needed in his adopted
land. Diamonds, after all, were Israel's leading exvport, valued at more than
a billion dollars a year. But, he had ties in Amsterdam,-where.his father had
"~ been in the trade before the Nazi occupation in World War II, and also in
Antwerp and New York City.

He placed calls to business friends in all three cities. He couldn't
tell them why, he said, but he needed some brillant cut gems, E, F or G color,
VS 2 or petter, worth at least ten thousand dollars each wholesale, He hoped,

‘of course, they would guess why. He needed them in two days at the Israeli
| embassy in Washington, he told them.

The brillant cut he sought was round and also the most popular,

easy to re-sell,

IN had just walked into her townhouse after another night at the
Trimbles"and a late night training session with Elvie when her phone rang.
"T'm glad I caught you," said the voice on the other end, It was
Margaret Jean.

"What'!'s happening?" LN asked;

"Can you come downtown? Alan is about to go bananas from the demands
of fan clubs o do something about Elvis, I've got g hunch he might be more

receptive now to helping the library."
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"How's that?v" LN asked. She ﬁas puczled but, at the same .time,
“excited. |

1T4's a little convaluted, Thbe big clamor is for him to pay a ransom.
He refuses, Says it!sjust throwing money awzy. But he's \searching for an

out, someﬁay to placate the clubs. If you can think of some reason for him
to use the library, well...."

LN laughed. "I see what you mean, *

"¥ill you be down?"

"As soon as I can,"

The two women hu.ng up. LN touched up her make-up, then dashed for
her car. She had so much to do. In seventy two hours s the Trimbles would be |
home. Their house "had to be ready. And there was Elvie, He had to be kept on his

toes, His part in all this wasn't over, But, she couldn't forgo the library

either, For a few hours at least, she would give it priority.

Margarat Jean's call to LN wasn't the only interesting..telephone conversation
in ¥emphis that morning, A few minutes before tén, the phoné jangled in Weber's office.

"There's a Dr, Willis Berry on the line," his secretary informed

him, "Says he was Elvis' dentist."
"Put him on," Weber instructed.

"Mr, Weber, I'm Dr. Willis Berry, My nurse helned you identify Elvis!

dental work when I was out of town, "

"Yes," Weber broke in., "She was very helpful,®
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"I'm sure she was. She's very efficient and, in her defense, she
+01d you all she knew," Weber was alert now and pressed the receiver closer
to his ear. The dentist continued. "She .gave me thé'détails this morning, of course,
when I arrived here at my office. I apologize for being away last week, Mr.
Weber, and I thought I1'd better call you now. My X-rays are complete except
for one detail and I fhink.it.will be an important one to you. The night
before;Elwis;died he came to my office and I filled a cavity for him, He
was in considerable»pain. The tooth had been acting up all that day. He was
in a hurry, however, and I didn't take an X-ray, What I'm saying, Mr, Teber,
is this, Whoever sent those X-ray plates to Mr, Jordan didn't take them
"after Elvis died., ‘They are oneffiluiné short.
‘Weber slumped in his chair; hic face drained of color. "Arefyoﬁ saying
Hound Dog‘doésn't have Elvis' body?"
Maybe he does, Maybe he dnesn't, I don't know, But those are no%
new X-rays he sent. That I do know,"
Jeber was charged with hope of é lead at last., In a shakey voice, he
asked, "Who had the set of X-rays besides you?" |
"I know of no one," Dr,vBerry replied quickly. "I've guarded ﬁhem
carefully. Dupiicates could have been made without my knowing, of ceurea.
I'm not here twenty fours a day.".
"Your nursei"

"Never,!
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"Irtg s£111 like to question her again,"
 "Of course. But, if you want my opinion, I think ybu've got a
first class confidence man on your hands."
' lv":’fhere is Elvis, then?"’ |
“Therever - he is, he's got one more filling than the world knows
about. That's all I can tell you."
After he'd hung up, Weber sat staring at the ceiling. If he looked
b'on the bright side, the penalty for operating a confidence game could be

pretty stiff,

LN pulled her Triumph into a public garage near the skyscraper which
housed the headquarters of Axelbank's empire of fan clubs and swung her nylon
covered legs‘onto the pavement, |

A red jacketed attendant jabbed a receipt into a time clock. Upon
withdrawal, he tore along a perforation_across the middle, gave her half, and
tucked the other half under the car's windshield wiper.

"Il be ébout aﬁ hour, " she called over her shoulder, hurrying off,

"Okay, lady. No sweat.ﬁ'The voice trailed away .

in front of thé entrance to Axelbank's buildihg, IN encountered several
dozen pickets wearing "We wWant Elvis" Teshirss, They carried cardboard
signs. "It's our money. Pay it,"™ one read., Another proclaimed, "Do your duty,

Axelbank," As the elevator whisked her to the nineteenth flqor, IN felt a

‘gertain empathy for the beleagured entrepreneur and the burden which had befallen

him,
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A bell pinged and the elevator doors slid opeﬁ. LN stepped 6ut
toward the two giant glass doors with the gold painted images of a man
playing a suitar, musical notes floating above him. At the receptionisg‘s
desk, a harried Sue Ann needed three arms. The phoﬁes were ringing off of
their hooks Wiﬁh demands to talk to Axelbank. She gestured to LN with her
head toﬁard Margaret Jean's office as she put one recéiver‘dcwn and picked
up ancther one,

IN nedéed in understanding. She glanced at the 1arge'montage of colnr
photos of Elvis whicﬁ covefed thé wall and disappeared into Margafet Jean's
office., "How ié he?" she whispered aftef the doér closed again,

"Unnerved," .

"I saw the demonstrators downstairs,."

"They'!'ve demanded a meeting with him. ﬁe‘s promised to see them
at noon." Margéret Jean rose, "I'll tell him you're here." A moment later
she motionea IN in,

N felt.her heels éink into the rich Persian carpet of Axelbank's
office, "Alan," she said, pfonouncing his name slowly and distinctly. "What
are they doing to yQu?“ |

Axelbank stood up behind his massive oak deék to face.LN and bmushed a hand
over his bald head. His usually well trimmed fringe of brovn hair was |
ruffled and his eyes were bloodshot. "Forvone'thing, a loss of sléepo" He

pointed to a leather chair in front of him, "Please, sit down."
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- IN seated herself, "You poor man," she sympathized; A ‘scratch

sheet lay uﬂtouched on the desk top. Axelbank saw her glance., "I can't
even concentrate on my beloved horses amymore,"” he moaned.

"Well, we're~goiﬁg-tb change that," IN told him, a2 mother-like
ring to her voice.

- "If only we could," he sighed. He gazed helplessly at the fish

~ swimming worrilessly in the aquarium in the wall opposite him.
"We can," IN leaned forward., "There's a way and the fan clubs will
love you for it." | |

"No ransom," Axelbank cut in,

"Alan, listen to her," llargaret Jean scolded from the leather chair
next to IN.

"It's something to do with the library," he said gloomily.

“ihat if it does," replied Margaret Jean. "It's time you thought
-of something besides herses,t

"Alan, 2n association with the library can save you from further
grief,ﬁ IN said. "The idea of a ransom is out of the question, I agree.
Pledge two million dollars to .make certain the memory and genius of Elvis
will live on unblemished by the mysterious disappearance of his body. A
library is a lasting tribute.m

Axelbank eyed her keenly. "There's a certain logic to your argument.
A 1i:rar§ is a timeless memorial." He paused in thought and said half to himself,

"I could write it off of my income. tax, of coufse." Then louder again to IN. "Do

you think an announcement would calm the jangled nerves of the fans?"

"The odds are good," said LN.
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"How good? I've always insisted on knowing the odds of any
undertaking." |

Margaret Jean's facé broke into a wide smile. "Alan, you're always-
placing long shots. Don't be so sanctimonious,™

"Two million dollars is still a lot of money, my dear,"

The women fell silent as Axelbank pondered his fate, Shortly, he must
face the delegation from the fan clubs, It ‘would be folly to send them
away empty handed., He was certain such disdain would be the béginning of the
end éf his federation. He'd convinced the clubs he was their direct link to
Elvis. Now, they'd demand he act in that role, He'd resisted the lidwrary,
not in principle, but because of his stiﬁginess. The latter no longer seemed
relevant in light of the clamor for him %o pledge money for the body's reiurn.
The question had become what was the best use of his funds.

A1l right, the library it is," he said at last.

The w&men jumped from their chairs and rushed around the desk, Margaret
. Jean kissed one cheek and LN the other, "We'll hold a news conference right
 here tomorrow morning," IN replied.
"How about the delegation today?" Margaret Jean asked Axelbank.
"Hsye them ;ome'up to my office, I'1l tell it I'll have an important

announcement in twenty-four hours."

CBC went to Memphis again for its lead that night on the Evening News, Kyd

Jordan was poised in front of the courthouse at twilight, microphone in hand.
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"Another startling de#elopment has taken place here in Merphis.
today. Dr. Willis Berry, Elvis Presley's dentist, disclosed that the X-rays
used to confirm his dental work didn't include a filling'made the night-before the
‘singer!s death. This raises the possibility that Hound Dog doessn't have th:
star's body as claimed. At the very least, he hasn't opened the coffin and
taken X-ra&s of the teeth.

"Shelby County Attorney General Van Weber believes the X-rays are duplicates
made by someone from Dr. Berry's files. Maybe so, It's all just one more strange
twist to the mystery of Hound Dog. At last word, Hound Dog promised to give
Elvis back after CBC airs a two minute statement by the winner of his auction.

to be announced Thursday night. This will be either Israel or the Polish union,
Solidarity. The auction drew one bf the largést television audiences in history."

"In a related move here, Alan Axelbank, president of the International
Federation}of~Fan Clubs, has called a nawa conference for
vnoon,tomorrdw. : Sincg the disappearance of Elvis, Axelbank has been urged
by the fan clubs to offér a ransom for the return of their hero to his tomb.

Word tOnight, however, is that Axelbank has an alternative in mind. CBC will
cover the news conference live,

-

"This is Kyd Jordan from the Shelby county courthouse in Memphis,"

.
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Chapter Forty Six

By the hour Kyd Jordan completed his broédcast, Simon Ochs, one of Hannah's
two aides had flown out of Memphis to Washington to pick up the diamonds |
at the Israeli embassy there. The Israeli foreign ministry had sent word
from Tel Aviv a short time earlier thét Moshe Green had finished his
purchases and that all of the gems would be in the American capital by
.mid-mprning: Thursday.

The Jewish diamond dealer had bought 121 carats for the two million,
two hundred and btwenty five thousand dollars, Fourth-fifths of them were
~now in the custody of couriers in jet aircrafts high over the Atlantic bound
| for Kennedy International airport, New York City. Trﬁe to his plan, Green
had spread the buying across tﬂrée continents- two fifths in Tel Aviv and
one-fifth each in Amsterdam, Antwerp and New York,

He'd dealt with old friends he trusted and for the final act of
gathering the diamonds together in New York for the last leg of their journey
down tolﬁashington he 'd put his faith in a close American associate, Danmy
.Edelman. T%ice a year at least Green visited Edelman in New York's diamond
district in west L7th street between Fifth avenue and the Avenue of the
Americas, where the American héaded the Diamond Brokers!, one of sixteen
clubs set up in ten countries around the world to facilitate the movement

of gems among buvers, dealers, manufacturers, brokers and jewelers.

169
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After watching Jordan's newscast, Edelman enjoyed a leisurely dinner
with his wife in théir home on Long Island. Then, he drove to Kennedy to
meet the first courier, a young Dutchman from Amstgrdam. Several hours later
a Sabena Belgian World Airways plane 1and¢d. Inside the terminal the courier
from Antwerp unobtrusively transferred his gems to Edelman. The traveler from
Israel had the longest flight, First, he flew on El1 Al to Zurich, He transferréd
to Swissair there for New York.and the orange rim of the sun was already above
the horizon when he greeted Edelman, The precious stones, . which the couriers
carried in diplomatic pouches, guickly passed between them,

They ate breakfast together while Edelman waited for his flight
to Washington on tﬁe first Bastern shuttle of the day. In all, the diamonds
~-he now carried weighed a 1little less than an ounce,

The Ameriéan capital was a beautiful sight to Edelman as his plane
threaded its way along the Potomac river valley in a gradual descent into
National airport. The city radiated a feeling of power and strength. On

the -ground, he was met by a car from the embassy. As he climbed inside,

. the ambassador shook his hand.

Soon the car moved along the trees shaded thoroughfares of northwest 7ashington

to the Israeli embassy in the sixtcen hundred block of Twenty Second street., There

Edelman gave the diamonds to Simon Ochs, Hannah's aide, and went to bed. In three hours,
Ochs would board an American airlines jet bound for Memphis, It was now a few

minutes before ten.
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Shortly before noon in Memphis, television and radio wires
criss—crossed ‘the floor of Axelbank's office., A crush of reporters, including
Jordan, crowded into the area in front of his desk be-.nterivng with each other
while they waited., Jordan wasecstatic, This was an unexpected developr%aenf
in the story that he'd started and it kept the momentum rolling.

Prcmptly atAtwelve s Axelbank entered, his usually rumpled suit crisply
pressed, IN and Margaret Jean walked beside him, drawing low whistles of
vadmiration from a few of the younger reporters.

Once seated, Axelbank eyed the journalists expectantly and nodded,

a sign he waé ready to begin. A hush fell over the room.

"I'm pleased to announce today that the In'bernational Federation
of Elvis Presley Fan Clubs is donating twe million dollars to Delta collége
for construction of a library in memory of the late singer," he began, lobking
iﬁto the TV cameras, Then, borrowj.ng words here and there that LN had spoken
to him the day before, he said, "I belisvc this is a more functional use of
our money than offering a ransom for the return of Elvis' body. The donation
va 11 make certain tha£ the remory and genius of Elvis will live on unblemished
by the mysterious disappearance of his bddy. The library will be a permanent
remembrance for fans and scholars alike to use to situdy both Elvis! rusic
and his life and their influence on the world,” |

Axelbank stood up to face LN. "My dear, I know how much this means to

you," he said smoothly, handing her the check.
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LN'éyed'the‘chedk_happily.

A reporter broke the silence, "Mr, Axelbank, why are you against
paying a rénsom?“

"Tt would be a gamble with no guarantee of resulis. In the end the
money might simply be gone with nothing accomplished.

Another reporier spoke~up 'Has there been a ransom demand? This isn't
clear to me."

"The idea of paying a ransom was suggested by fans, I digcouraged
this notién. Thé clubs approved the library donation as an alternative and
hope, like me, that it will make fans everywhere happy again,"

Axelbank directed his gaze toward a man standing to one side of the’
room. "Mr. Manuel would you like to say a few words?"

There was a rustle of papers as everyone turned, Axelbank explained,
"This is Chesly Hamel. He headed the "delegation representing the fan clubs
with whom I met."

- Manuel stepped up beside Axelbank. "Speaking for the fan clubs, we
‘enthusiastically support the library donation;“ he szid. "We hope Hound Dog
will take recognition of this gesture as a sign of our concem for Elvis,
Tithout the events of the last few days, I don't believe Mr. Axelbank would
have‘been'willing to make the contribution,"

Manuel wore.a "We Want Elvis" T-shirt. LN and Mirgaret Jean smiled

broadly.
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nI'd like to say a few words if I may," IN said. "Naturally,
Delta College is grateful for this very generous check. Ground will be
broken promptly. For those of you vho are. interested I have an architect's
drawing cof the building with me." After a moient's pause, she continued,
"One more very jmportant note. The library will be named in honor of Mr.
Axelbank., It will be officially called The Alan Axelbank Library for Elvis
Presley Studies."
The reporters crowded forward and peppered LN with more jquestions about her feel-
ings. When theywhere gone, Margaret Jean stole forward and fondly took Axelbank's
hand and put her.head on his shoulder. LN waved goodbye and scooted out to

deposit the check before Axelbank changed his mind.

At two o'clock that afternoon the shiny skinned American airiines
jetliner with the diamonds aboard touched down at.Hemphis International
. airporte. Simon Ochs carried them off in a black briefcase chained and locked
to his wrist during the flight. A burly security officer from the embassy,
| ever alert despite his quick grin, walked a few steps behind him. Outside of
the terminal in the spring sunéhine they élimbed into a waiting car and a half

hour later the gems were safely in Hannah's hotel room.

The aide spread them out on a white piece of paper on top of the
writing desk, where they glistened like sparkling little pieées of splintered

ice.
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"They'rs beautiful;" Hannah said, coming to life. A strange thrill
ran thréugh her, With a sudden implusive movement she ran nervous fingers
over the gems., They were hard and cold.

Aftér a time, she opened a drawer in a nearby cabinet and removed
the black suede bag left on her door knob by Gershon. Slowly, almost
reluctantly, she carefully placed the precious stones in it and drew the
raw leather strings arouﬁd the top into a knot.

| "Now, we wait for Hound Dog to tell us what to do next," she said

with an air of -expectation.

Sometime later, Hannah heard a soft knock, She thought at first that
one of her aides had returned for some reason, but when she opened the door
Southgate stood on the threshold. A warm sensation rippled through her

body.

"Hi, Tess," he said with his easy charm. .=~
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His words had a peculiar music to Hamnah, a caressing sound,
that brought a rosy flush to her cheeks. She put out a hand and drew
him into the room. For a moment it seemed neither of them breathed, then
he closed the door behind him. As always, the sight of her, with features
- as delicate as a light perfume, pleased him.

He hadn't wanted to come, preferring to wait until after the
diamonds were delivered. But, he could delay no longer. Even now, he felt
awkward though he knew by the openess.of her greeting that she suspected
- nothing. He was glad. He'd worried about this moment.

"I was beginning to think you wouldn't come," she said.

Suddenly tense,'Southgate glanced around. The room was elegant,
ité muted gold énd white colors an ideal frame for Haﬁnah's dark beauty.
AS he looked ar her, she was even more breathtaking than he remenbered.

"I hadn't heard from you in five vears," Southgate replied dryly.

"Be fair,' -she said, The glow in her eyes duiled momentarily. "I

made a choice and I've stuck to it until now."
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- They walked across the room, the late afternoon sun shining
through-the sheer white curtains in small, bright circles on the rich
carpet.

"You've done well with both your promise and your career,!" Southgate
said.

Hamah smiled appreciatively. "I've devoted everything to thema"

She hesitated, her gaze steady. "There's still no one else, Brax,"

Southgate broke off her stare and looked around the combination sitting and
bedroom. The ceiling and walls were joined by deeo crovn molding, A long couch delineéte'
the two areas. In front of it was a low marble tcpped coffee table flanked by
wo easy chairs, The queeh-sized‘bed was covered by a rich looking gold and
and white antique satin spread ﬁhat matched drapes framing the several
windows, They sat down in the chairs.

"I wanted to write," Hamnah continued. "I staried to many times,"

"But you didn't,"

"No,"

My 2"

"I'm not sure, Maybe; I wasn't ready to say my need for you éomes
before everything else," . ’ - ' e

"Are you now?"

She looked away. "Dammit," she exclaimed, "I don't know. Seeing you

again makes it much more difficult.®
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Hannah's spirits sagged. She rose from her chair and dropped down
on the floor in front of Southgate. She cuddled against the warmth of his
legs and rested her head on his knees. After a few moments she looked up
and'smiled. Southgate cradled her face in his hands. When she didn't resist,
he kissed her lightly several =—imes.,

"It was difficult when you left," he whispered. "I lived for months
on memories,"

"I know," she sighed, holding his hands.

Their touches fed on each other. He pushed her back until she was
lying down, then slid to the floor beside her. He kissed her throat, She
moaned softly and closed her eyes; She wanted tb make love to him. She pulled -
his face to hérs and kissed him longingly, stroking the hair at the base of
his neck. |

She ached pleasanfly'from ner aroused feelings. But when he preséed‘

close to her, she rolled away and stood up.
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A étrand of hair fell’looéeky over heriforehead. She brushed it

- back. Then, she saw the.frustration on his face and thought he looked like

a little boy. There'd alwayvs been a directness about Hannah. She Xnelt and
kissed him, smiling at her previous relugtance. He stroked her cheeks and neck

and finaily her breasts., This time she didn't resist.

In the dying light of day, about the same time Southgate left the
hotel, Weber listened in his office a few blocks away to his top deputy
report on the latest move to trap Houﬁd Dog.

"We'ré concentrating on Miss Tesslar since she has a frequency
hopper,". Tibbett explained. "But, if Mr. Gornicki leaves the Peabody before
Hound Dog announces his winner we'll put a microphone in his room, too."

"The hotel has been staked out since noon," Weber pointed out.

| Tibbett grimaced. "Neither one has gone out. We spotted one of the
ambassador's aides returning to the hotel with a briefcase chained %o his
wrist and with a-body’guard. We assume it was official business. That's all
. we've seen. Sheila and the.men are waiting. We'!ll do it as soon as possible.™
~"And if they'don’t go out?" |

"Sheila is posing as a maid., If they don't leave their rooms, she 111
go in %o tﬁrn down their beds for the night about eight or eight~thirty and
plant the bugs." Tibbett paused, “It's not ‘ideal, we'd like to work the

rooms without themn, but it's a solid back-up position."
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Weber took a deep breath, "If they'd only go out, even for just
‘a half hour." | o

"Ifdvgueés they 're both waiting for word from Hound Dog, especially
the gal since she has a frequency hopper."

"Well, I'11 feel better when the microphones are in place."

Tibbett, with no more to report, asked, "Did you have anyiproblems
getting the court order for them?"

"it was done privately in chambers. The judge was sympathetic, He
was a bit fiesty at first about the Jewish broad. being a diplomat and possible
international repercussions but, his concern for our beloved Elvis won out."
Heber laughed, "Hell, I argued that all governments listen in on each other
every chance they get."

"fhat was his answer?" Tibbett asked, cocking an eyebrow,

"He agreed. I made the point that iﬂ this case we were listeningvin only
to get Hound Dog. I assured him we'd turn a deaf ear to everything else, that
we don't give a damn about Israel's secrets,"

"That won him over?"

"That, and the fact it's Elvis, He really wanted to help,"

Weber rose and stretched, "How about the Crpheum?"

"Same plan we used Tuesday night," Tibbett told him.

ISESEE WS8R H3L8E3t
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- 8till later that éfternbon, when LN returned in triumph to
 her home, she found Togo waiting on the stéop.

"Hi," he said with a_grin.v "I saw you on the tube.
.You're pretty good, lédy."

LN sat down beside him. fYou know, I can still hardly
believe it. But," she fumbled in her hand bag, "here's the
deposit slip. If old Upside Down Face doesn't stop payment,
I'1l actually get that library."

| "Hey, he won't stop payment, baby. He may be tight with
his money, but he told £he whole world he's giving you the
cash. No way he'd back out now. Why, he'd lése too much face."

Thinking of Upside Down Face losing face, they both
laughed. |

Togo said, "Got a surprise for'you, kid."

LN brightened. "Oh, what is it?"

"I'11 have to show jou inside the house."

LN noticed that he was holding a grocery bag. She opened
the door and they both went into her small living room.

"Well, don't be a tease. What is it?"

"I saw those protestors with their 'We Want Elvis' T-shirts
and it gave me an idea. Look at this." ‘
| He handed her the bag. Somewhat cautiously, as his tone
had a hint of mischief in it, she looked inside. Reaching in,
she pulled out a T-shirt and unfolded it.

On the front, Togo had stenciled "WE'VE GOT ELVIS!"

She gasped.

"Togo, you maniac! What if someone saw this? Then she

started laughing. "You are the damndest man I ever met!"
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His eyes softened. "I've been wanting to give you
something,..something no one else ever had or ever would.
~And when this is allbover, I'd like to see you weat that
T-shirt. Just that T-shirt. Just for me."

Colox crept'up her throat. "Togo, you're moving too
fast for me. I know how you feel and I know that Brax and
I have drifted apart."

She paused and took a deep breath. "And I like &ou.
You're a warm, funny, lovable man."

‘His face fell. He said, with resignation and a tinge
of sarcasm, "...and you want to be my friend."

"No, damn it! I want to be a good deal more than your
friend:!" |

She took his hand. "It's not easy‘for‘most women-—-for
this woman, anyway--to go from one man to another. 'Just give
me a little time."

She paused, "And right now, I'd like a big hug."

He took her 'in his arms and whispered, "Oh,'God. I do
love you. I didnft mean to get P.0.'ed there, it's just that
I thought_yqu_were tossing me out." He touched hér.hair.v

"T know,"

she said. "When this thing is over, we'll have
lots of time." |

vShé freed herself. "And, now Mr. Bridger, I'VeAgot £o
go run a few miles to work off this adrenalin or I'll bust.
You go on home, now, hear?"

She lead him to the door, opened it, put a finger on her

own lips and transfered the kiss to his, and puéhed him into

the late afternoon sunlight.
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Turning, she walked back into the room and picked up the
T-shirt. Humming a few bars of "Take My Body," she walked
to a mirror. Holding the T-shirt in front of her breasts,

she looked at her reflection and smiled.
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Meanwhile, in Axelbank's office, Margaret Jean had taken a
call from Hollywood.

"Hi, darling!" an anonymous voice boomed at her over the
miles. "You maybe don't know me but I want to make you rich!"

"Me?," she asked, and thought, "Big voice, little man."

"Well, baby doll, not you -- but your boss, that Axelbank
guy. Put him on, will you?" |

"And who's calling, please,"ishe asked in a cool drawl.

"Solly cerdus- Solly;gerdus, director and producer. Now
put me through, will you, doll2"

"And what's this in feference to? please?" she persisted,
enjoying the game.

Solly Gerdus, all 5'34 of him, knew he was beaten. Only an
inexperienced, or especially stupid, secretary ever took him
seriously enough to put him thru without an explanation of his
business. Still, it had been worth a try. So, adopting his
Cecile B. deMille-with-unction voice, Solly said, "Miss, ah --
what's your name honey?"

She told him cooly.

"Good," he said, "Good. Now, Miss, what I want to discuss

with Mr. Axelbank is so spectacular, so sensational, so ..."

"Yes?," she asked, with no emotion, but smiling to herself.

"Well, here it is, Miss. When you get that coffin back, . ..

‘I mean, when you get Elvis back," he gulped and plunged ahead, "I

want to star him in my next movie."
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Margaret Jean blurted, "But, good God, the man's dead!"

"Yeah," Solly said, "I know he's dead and all that . . .
we wouldn't expect him to move or anything. I see it more as
a voice-over thing, you know what I mean?"

Margarét'Jean, still stunned, could only stammer, "But-but,
éhis is totally bizarre! 1It's terrible!"

"Well, how about if we just show him as being, like, in a
coma?"

"No," she shouted.

"Listen, sister, this is just about my last shot at the
big time; gimme a break, willya? We'll put his name over the
title, for Krissake, and all I want is one or two shots over
his shoulder, but . . . I mean, in good taste, you know what I
mean?"

Margaret Jean took the phone from her ear, looked at it

with loathing, and slowly put it in its cradle.
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At dusk, outside of the Orpheum,.a festive holiday excitement
charged the air. The sound-a-like contest was less than two hours away
and the aura and trappings of a show business premiere were everywhere.

It was a spectacle of colorful humanity as thousands of loyal Elvis

fans, laughing and shouting, crowded the streets in a nostalgic throwback

to the vibrant days of the king's reign. CBC had rolled in giant searchlights

whose beams crissecrossed> the early evening Memphis sky and trad;tional red

velvet covered chains and matching carpet bedecked the theater sidewalk

awaiting the VIPs.

The TV network had prepared well despite the limited time. In preliminary

rour:ds: held by affiliate stations, the echoes of Presley's voice had

reverberated across the country. Systematically, judges had eliminated all
entrants Dut the ten lucky finalists still in the elusive quest for fame and
fortune. .

CBC?.under Wiley's tutelage, had concocted an extravaganza and
bathed it in an intoxicating reliving of the past.

The mood of the crowd reflected the combination of sensation and
half

peverence the network had created, Less than Y would eventually gain

entrance to the theater, stillg'it was the place to be. The contest touched

a memory and the crowd roflected this. Packed shoulder to shoulder with their
men and children were throngs of women 35 to 38 years old who'd had a crush
on Elvis as teenagers. Laugh lines creased their faces now and their hips

were wider, but on this night their s irits were young again.

L8o
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Banners abd placards - undulated above them. "Thanks Hound Dog"
and "Hound Dog We care' were printed 6n some along with tributes to Elvis.

Spontaneously, music broke out in small pockets of strangers and grew to

waves of old Elvis songs rolling over the cityscape. Happily, they all accepted

the night for what it was, a pilgfimage back to more carefree days.

Weber, with Tibbett beside him, surveyed the scene. "Are our men
in place?" he asked.

~ Tibbett nodded. "Thay'ilhbe wafchiﬁg fof any sign of Hound Dog
in and outside of the theater." His eyes scanned the skyline. "We'll check
as many of the surrounding buildings és we can."

#I']1]1 be inside with my wife," Weber said. Then rather sheepishly, he
added, "she insisted we come."

"I'11l let you know immediately of any development," Tibbett asured

him, "Where will you be sitting?"

"Sixth‘row left on the aisle."

Out of the corner of one eye, Sheila Swaine watched Hannah leave
lrer room and step into the elevator. Quickly, the policewoman draped a set
of fresh towels over an arm and left the linen closet, her vigil posing as
a maid ended., #ith a house key, she entered the diplomaﬁ‘s room and left the

door ajar. She was turning back the bed covers when two barrel chested men

appeared, also members of the stake out team.
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"The ambassador and her aides have jusf nulled away from the
hotel in a car," one of them informed her.

"Then let's get started,” Sheila replied.

The three worked swiftly in silence. A tiny, highly sensitive
transistorized microphone was slipped behind the headboard of the bed on
the side next to the telephone table, Across the room in the sitting area,
another bug was firmly fastened under the couch.

When the furniture had been replaced, one of the men spoke into a
walkie talkie, "invoy to Base, come in,"

"This is base," a slow; easy voice responded.

- "The flowers have been planted," the man said. "They should be
blooming." He switched off the walkie talkie and began to talk to the others
in a normal voice about the weather. Then, he switched the walkie talkie
on again and waited.

| Shortly, the slow, easr voice said, "everything is coming up roses."
ﬁRoger. We're leaving the garden."

In one last searching look the room was checked again. The two men
stepved into the hall. Sheila paused and returned to place  a piece of cellophane
warapped chocolate on the bed pillow in her last ritual as a maid before

quietly pulling the door shut.
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The last murmur faded énd the audience was still, The curtain
opened and a‘spotlight from high above the balcony sent its chalk colored
beam to ¢eﬁter stage. Out of the shadows, into the lighted ring, stepped
Tevalson, the celebrated Grand Ol Opry singer chosen by CBC as mastef of
ceremonies.
~ Mierophone in hand, his suit a mass of sparkling rhinestones, he
walked forward to the footlights followed by the TV cameras sending the show
around the world via satellite. "For -all of you, I wish Elvis was’ here,"he
said dramatically. He paused and heard a, collective sigh of remembrance move
through the onlookers. "Tonight, we hope to find a‘new star, however, in
his image. A sound-a-like so close no one can tell thc difference. Along
with him, we have a new song which came to us from Hound Dog. It's titled
1Take My Body.!" |
Olson sfepped back a few paces. Behind him were The Stings, a well
known rock band;'“ike Elvis, Olson was a versatile performef who'd begun
his career as a rock star, As the music bégan, he wiggled his hips and
the-audience laughed, then applauded. He knew they were in the palm of his
hand as he began to sing:
"Pake ry body, take my soul, take my body with the rock 'm roll
Take my body, take control, take my body and make it whole...."
When he'd finished the audience sat quietly for an instant then burst
into wild clapping and shouting, Women threw kisses toward thg stage. The

old magic stirred again and there was more to come.
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Olson let the applause run its course. ithen the last handelap
had died, he‘stepped forward again in a gesture of intimacy with the
audience, "Well, yéu seem to like it," he said of the song, a wide smile
on his face. Again, the theatér resounded with applause.

: Olson raised his hand. "There'll be more., Waiting.in the wings
offstage are our ten finalists in the sound-a-like conﬁest. Now, let's give
them a chance." He pointed to the audience. "Remember, you're *he judges. Your
apnlausé will choose the winner. Now, let's bring out the first sound-a-like."

-Turning stage’right, Olson thrust his arm'forward as The Sting struck up
"That's ALl Right Mamma," Elvis!' first recording.

When tﬁe contestant stood besidejthe master of cermonies after
walking on stage, the music faded. "Ladies and Gentleman, this is Claude
Upton," Olson infofmed them., "Claude ié our finalist from the upper plains.
Claude, where is your home?"

"Fargo, North Dakota."

"Claude, I'm going to name thrse Elvis songs. You're to pick one,"
Olson turned to the -audience, "This is to test his true‘sound-a-like
gualities. Our finalists are not imitators who can mimmic one song. They're
‘the.real-thiﬁg. They have voices iike Elvis'." o

The. fan§us-star opened an envelope  and looked aﬁ Upton. "O1!
buddy, the songs are 'Don't be Cruel,' 'Love Me Tender,' and.'Mystery

 Train,! Which one do vou choose?"
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"Love Me Tender," the contestant said without hesitation.

“One of the king's all-time hiﬁs," Olson said. "The stage is
yours."

The music began and Upton sang very much like Elvis. And so, the
contest was underway, For CBC it was another big night. One by one, the
finalists appeared. Afterward,the applause was tumultuous, LN and Togo
were in the audience again, near the séats they'd had on Tuesday nigh%.
Gershon was outside Watéhing the police.

Once, shortly after the performénce began, Tibbett slipped down
the darkened aisle,to'Weber's seat and whispered in his ear that‘Hannah’s
room had been suceessfullyv entered and bugged. Weber nodded and sniled.
Hamah, at that moment, sat nearby with the other CBC guests in a special
section of the theatér. Axelbank was there, Margaret Jean beside him.

Forty five minutes into the program, Olson again moved to the
footlights. The audience stirred in énticipation.‘Olson sensed its mood,
"Excited?" he asked and was answered by thunderous apvlause. "So am I,"
he shouted, "so let's go to Kyd Jordan.' -

The newscastervwas seated again in the Specialvbooth off to one
“side of the huge ' stage. "Thanks, Tex," he said and assumed his stern on camera look.

"Now it's time for us to talk to Hound Dog, who will tell us the winner
of his auction. Will it be Israel of 8olidtary, the Yolish trade union?" Jordan
looked at the frequency hopper leaning upright in a sheir next to him. ﬁHound

Dog, are you there?"
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A pin dropping could have been heard in the theater as the
audience waited."I'm here," a voice said over the frequency hbpper .

v-"Who, then, is your winner?" asked the anchorman,

"Emotionally, it was a hard choice, Kyd," Hound.Uog began from the safety of his
‘hotel room. "I wish I could choose both. \When everything else is enual, however; the
only fair decision I can make is to give the time, all two minutes, to the
highestvbidder, which is Israel." Bursts of applause sprinkled the audience.
Hound Dog Wéited; then spoke again. "Soiidarity's cause is one of the
noblest of mankind and I hope it succeeds., People sh-uld be free.to pursue
their own destiny. I believe time is on the union's side. As for Israel, it
can soon speak for itself,.

While Hound Dog spoke, the TV camera had first clessd in on
Gornicki and then Hannah, whose face was raéiant. Jordan spoke again. "CBC
- will air the two minutes won by Israel at'Hoﬁnd-Dog’s direétion," he said
withoutvmaking a direct feference to the fact that Israel had to pay for the
ﬁime first.

"That is correct," Hound Dog cut in;'"At the same time I'll disclose
Elvis!' whereabouts,"

Gasps resounded throughout the audience. Jordan's voice carried over.
them.r”Wefllvbe waiting anxiously to héar from vou again then, Hound Dog."
Jordan turned his eyes away from the frequency hopper and stared into the

camera.
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Olson was silent for a moment with his thoughts. Instinctively,
members of the aﬁdience looked at each other. It -ras clear, Elvis was
on the singer's mind and his voice was low and soft when he finally
spoké. "ile 're ready for the judging," he said, "As I call the finalists
back on stage, let's hear your apnlause.”

Again, one by one, the contestants appeared, Bach time, the audience
respdﬁded. The.winﬁef was clear, however, He was Too Tall Saunders, a ianky
sawnill worker from a little community in Missiésippi called Prairie Port, who'd
wiggled and squirmed as he sang "Jailhouse Rock,"

When the theater was quiet again, Olson said, "I think Elvis would
like your choice, Not only can_hé sing well, he's from the sarme state." He
paused. "It's a nice versonal touch." Olson looked at the clock ticking down
offstage. "#e have just enough‘time for Too Tall and me to sing," he said,
turning to the winner. The Stings played the opehing bars of "Talke My Body."
Over the music Olson said. "If he's still listening, I wonder if
Hound Dog can tell us who the composer of this tune is."
The freguency hopoer cfackled. "The wrifer is unknown, All royalties

will go to the Presley library to be built'at Delta college."
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In hisvséat, Weber cringed as the audience broke into prolonged
applause, As Oison énd Too Tali sang, the credits rolled on the television
’screen. The audience began to sway. As the song ended; Olson whispered in
Too Tall's ear, then turned to the band. Immediately, the strains of "Auld
Lang Syne" filleci t_he theater. "let's all sing this one for Elvis," Olson

called out and the audience did.

Hannah returned to her room promptly after the contest, ready to
follow Hound Dog's instructions. She was a mixture of highs and lows, on
the one hand exalted by winning and on the other dejected with nothing more
to do than wait, | | |

‘As,she slipped out of ﬁer clothes into a nightgown, her eves kept 
-glancing at>the frequency hopper on the bedside table and she wondered
where Hound Dog was at that moment. A shiver of excitement snaked down
her back as she concluded that his primary mission now had to be delivery of
the diamonds. She reasoned that until the drop was accomplished, evénything ~
else was at a standsﬁill.

She crawled in under the covers. As the sheet warmed, she snuggled
a oillow and eased into sleep. Sometime later, a crackle sounded. Groggy at
first, half asleep, half aroused, she thought she heared scmeone in the room

asking "Are you there?" bub was uncertain as she struggled to come awake.
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The crackling becarie more persistent. Definitely, she héard'
the.quaveriﬁg vords of Hound Dog ask, "are you there?" Suddenly, Hannah
had a feeling of unreality. She stared at the frequenéy hopper, hypnotized
by its disembodied voice. For a few sceconds it was like listening to a tin

creature from outer space.

"Are you there?" Hound Dog repeated., "Come in,"

"I'm here," Hannah shouted, fully awake, hoping the volume would
compensate for her tardiness,

"Do you have the diamonds?"

IlI. do.n

"Here in Memphis?"

"Yés. What do I do with them?"

"Be ready for my instructions tombfrow."

"rhere?"

"Stay in your room until you hear from me again.”

"As you say. I'm at your disposai,” There was a pause-and Hannah
quickly asked, "do you feally have Elvis? His dentist said on the news your
X~rayvs don't show Elvis!' last filling."

" . Hound Dog laughed. "Don't be mislead by that. I'll

tell vou where he is after I have the diamonds., He's safe. You'll see when

you tour Graceland,"
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"Graceland?" Hannah' asked.

-~ Hound Dog seemed to hesi’c_,ate, -as if he'd 'said more than he should, The
frequency hopper crackled in his silence. The nause was long. "They have public
wours," he said finally. |

"Right now it's closed," she replied.

"Maybe I can arrange something," Hound Dog laughed, seemingly his

confident self again. "I'1l contact you in the morning." .
After Hound Dog signed off, Hannah looked at her watch. It wés

one-thirty. She kept going over their conversation about Graceland as she

fell bacl to sleep.

R



Chapter Forty Eight

Weber wrung his hands in delight as he listened to the tape of

Hound Dog's conversation with Hammah, His eyes smarted from lack of sleep
and outside of his office the first gray color of Friday's dawn spottedAthe
Memphis sky, but he was hapoy. "We've got the bastard," he said. "He thinks
he's going to get those diamonds frém the Jewish broad right under my nose.
Well, this time I1'1l be ready."

. Tibbett éwitched.off.the recorder. "Should I get some men out to
Graceland?" he asked,

"Yes, two or three for now to keep an eye oﬁ things. I'11l call ahead ,
to alert my uncle, Tim. ~Until I hear differently I'm assumiﬁg that Graceland
is somehow involved."

"Beét’to be ready," Tibbett agreed. He loocked at Weber. "I'd like some
breakfast, How about you?*

1Sleep would be better." Weber\eyed the couch across the room, ﬁAfter
I calllTim, I'm going to take a nap. Haké me as soon as Hound Dog calis her

- back."

L9l
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Tibbett nodded and left the room carrying the‘tape to be

transcribed by a secretary.

Hannah awoke anxious to hear from Hound Dog, . She wished he'd been
more precise about the time since the diamonds were beginnihg to get on
her nerves. She showered and ordered breakfast in her room, both with an
ear always cocked toward the frequency hbpper.'Several'times she thought
she'd heard faint crackles but no voice followed.

She'd begun to eat and was butiering a sweet roll when the words
,bfinally’reSOnated through the room. "Good morning, Miss Tesslar, this is
Hound Dog."

"It here,"'she replied.,

" "Then listen carefully. The diamonds are to be délivered tonight and
’youfll need a car for a trip of about six miles. Head east from the downtown
area to U.S. 51 and go south until you hear from me., Leave your hotel at
nine o'clock. You'll do some walking, so dress accordingly."

Hannah wrote the instruction down, then read them back to hime

"Until %onight;" said Hound Dog,

The freqﬁency hopper went dead and Hannah summoned her aides,

“Tibbett shook Weber's shoulder. The Shelby county attorney generalb
élowly.opened his eyes and sat up. "Hound Dog has contacted Miss Tesslar again. The
- tape is here," Tibbett told,him.'ﬂéber rose and sent for coffee. The two men

listened together,
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‘"There's no doubt about it now," Weber said, elated. "He's directing
her to Graceland." He walked to his desk, followed by Tibbett. "Begin moving more
men into Graceland," he instructedvhis deputy. "I've made arrangements with
my uncle to set up a command post inside the mansion. I want everyone on the
estate and out.of sight by three o'clock. And move them in aé»narmally as
possible. Pose as workmen. Also, send Lobé and Burns to Fort Chaffee for
several infrared snooperscoopes. They may not get back in time, but I want
to make the effort."

"T4111 be touch and go for them," Tibbett put in. "The fort in
all the way across Arkansas." He turned and left for his own office. Weber
pressed a button on his intercom. "Libby," he said to his secretary, "run
down Kyd Jordan. I want to talk to him," |

"Yes, sir," she replied and within minutes the newscaster was on
the line.

"Kyd, I've a storj for you if you're interested.”

"I'm always interested in a story. Seems that just the other day
'yOu accused me of being willing %o sell my grandmother to get one."

Weber 1aughéd nervously, "Well, ﬁhis time you won't need to go. to
that extreme., I'm laying a trap for‘Houﬁd Dog. Do you want to stake it out

.with cameras?!
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"Do I ever, Elvis reiurned and Hound Dog unmasked. Whai a climax!"

"Meet me in my office at two o'clock and be preparéd to be out of
commmication with everyone until late tohighi."

"I miss my nizhtly newscast."

"Make a choice, We have to be in place by three o'clock. I don't
want to take any chances on Hound Dog seeing us."

Jordan paused momentarily before replying. "1t1] see you at two,
This story is too big to miss.!

For the next several hours, Weber's men moved at intervals onto the
grounds at Graceland;‘One gfoup arrived as a crew of tree surgeons, another
as painters. About one-thirty some appeared as carpenters. Weber and Kyd

Jordan pulled up to a side gate a few minutes before three, TV mini-cameras

- had preceded them in a plumbing truck.

~Weber made a last check on the status of the snooperscoopes and
learned, to his disappointment, that his men had motor trouble with their
helicopter. He stuck to his decision to go without them and ordered the

 estate sealed off.

It was nine o'clcok at last., Hannah, flanked by her aides, walked
through the ornate lobby of the Peabody hotel into the night, where a car
waitad. She clutched the straps of a tan leather tote bag tightly in one

hand, Inside of it were the diamonds and her frequency hopper.
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'Thé street was almost deserted, a stark contrast to the noisé
and crowds of the»Coﬁton Carnival ball six nights earlier. The car hop
~was tipped and dismissed. Hannah settled into the back seat. Simon Ochs
slipoed in under the steering wheel; David Bass took the paséengef seat
beside him, spread a map out in his lap and took a flashlight to read it
from his coat pocket.

AS‘thé car pulled away, Hannah leaned forward and took the frequency.
hopper from the tote bag on the floor beside ﬁer feet. Her whole body pulsed
with excitement., Up front the men were silent. The car turned eastward and picked up
- speed. First one car, then a second, left the curb as the Israelis passed and
fell in line behind them. Hannah's driver caught the headlights in his fear
view mirror.

"¥e 've company," he said matter-of-factly.

"Hannah drew a short breath and switched on her freguency hopper.

"Is that you, Hound Dog?" she asked.

Silence.

A dryness tightened her throat._She swaliowed, wanting to look
around, but she kept her eyes straight ahead and waited. Convincéd there would
be no ahswer, she switched off the frequency hopper.

"It must be the authorities," she said.

"Shall I try to lose them?" Ochs inquired.

"No, Continue on the route prescribed."
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The car moved into the intersection of Union avenue and Camilla
streét and turned south. "Ue. S. 51 is just shead," Bass said, studying
his map. The car slowed, Hannah switched on her frequency hopper again and
leaned it against the seat cushion. She would Waif for Hound Dog to contact
hér; Ochs watched in the rear view mirror as the two cars behind. him . |
followed.

A% Mclemore avenue, the light changed to red just as the Israelis
cleared the intersection. The two carsbehind them ran 1%, Ochs shrugged and
COntinuedvon south. Thev'd been on the road twenity minutes when Hannah heard
a faint-sound of static rattle the fregquency hopper. She perked up with the
stimulating realization that she'd been listening for the reassurance of a
familiar voice o tell her what to do next. She Wéited,expectantly, her eyes
glued to the_frequency hopper. '

Crisp and clear,vthe words came.‘“This is Hound Dog. ¥hat is your
1ocation?"

e 're moving south in U.S. 51," Hannah ansivered. "We've just passed
Ndrris road." |

"Keep driving.™

#That's all?"

nT'311 keep you.informed as needed.”

e 're being followed. I'm sure it isn't you."

nlell, that's~interesting,"’Hbund Dog replied, drawing out his words.

Ty must be Van weber."
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"All we can see are the headlights of two cars,"

"Hmrrrmm. ¥ There was a deep sigh, "This could be touchy.”

"Should we turn back?!
1" bqO. n o

Hannah's frequency hopper went dead,

Southgate stood at the windows of the upstairs back bedroom he'd
picked as his command post in the Trimble's house., Suddenly, his world had
shrunk to an area no bigger than several square miles. He was sure Vieber was
‘tailing Hannah, Downstairs, LN waited with Elvie, Gershon and Togo were
already working in the tunnel.

The night was pitch black. Far away, down the street, a dog barked.
Southgate's mind churned and under his jacket the sweat ran down his back.
He considered trhe odds of being trapped and looked ét his luminous watch
dial. Fe had three minutes to decide whether to abandon the drop or go ahead.
He é.ould hear his heart beat in the stillness. So far, he'd outfoxed Weber at
every turn. 'Ii‘liS time, there were no carnival crowds, however, for
diversion, He stood staring at something an infinite distance away, alone
in h:Ls decision,. ’Ihe.n, he put his field glasses to his eyes and looked into

the meadow behind Graceland, peaceful and empty. He would go ahead.

The frequency hopper next to Hannah crackled again.
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"Are you still there?" Hound Dog asked.

“Still here and still being followed," Hannah replied.

"How far back are your friends?" |

"Several hundred feet,®?

"Listen carefully then because this isn't going to be easy."

"T will,"

"Very shortly on your left you'll come to the Graceland Christian
church., Pull into it's parking lot, kill your lights, and wait. Those cars
behind you should go on by."

"I hope so. They've sure been dogged."

Deep ‘in the tunnel, Togo. removed his safety glassés and surgical
mask and unplugged the laser from its power supply. With Gershonv's help, he
.refastened the handles to the squére of cement he'd just recut in the vault.
The lights were switched off. Together, they lifted the block out and rested
it against the wall.,

'fhere was a rush of cocl air through the chamber, @ershon and Togo
“crawled inside the vault. Overhead, only fourth-fifths of the grave was covered.
Its bronze and marble slab had been left askew after Weber's aides examined
the inside of the vault, Through the opening, which was at the far end, the

men -saw the stars, -
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They listened for perhaps a minute, then Gershon boosted Togo
to look out. Slowly, his head swept full circle, Darkness surrounded

him except for a lone light in the guard house fifty feet 2cross the driveway.

Weber!s eves Weré riveted to the meadow as he sfood at his command
post on the second floor of the mansion, his uncle, Tim, beside him. ‘The
Walkie Talkie in his hand informed him that Hannah's car had just
made a sharp turn into the Graceland Christian church parking lot,

"We 111 pick them up from here," Weber said, "You keep driving south,
Don't pull in. Let them think they've lost.you."

"Roger." ‘

"Units on the north be alert,“ Wieber ordered. "Get the ambéssador's
car under surveilance and watch for her on ‘foot,"

A team of men in black fatigues, their faces smdged with lampblack,
spread out alone the edge of the estate where it was separated from the
‘ chu;chyard by féncing and uhdergfowth.‘They'moved stealthily, as if tracking

game.

Hannah looked anxiously out of her car windcws waiting further
instructions, Her frequency hopper popped and hissed. Hound Dog, his words
- clipped, said, "leave the car alone with the diamonds. Move along the fence
toward the rear of the estcte. When you see the meadow behind the mansion

stop and wait."
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Hannah»bentvovef and took *he diamonds from the tote bag.
‘Withou% another word, the small suede bag with the gems clutched in
her hand, she opened‘thé door and slipped out. She waited for a moment
and listened. Pangs of fear grioped her. Sﬁe walked slowly forward,
silence all around her, She'd just begun to feel a new sense of reassurance
when she stumbled over an exposed tree roof. She stopoed, breathing heavily
and leaned against the fence. Gradually, she regained her wind. Hurriedly,
she snatched a small penlight from her coat pocket. With its beam moving along
the gqoﬁnd,-she continued on until the meadow épened in front of her. She
switched off the light and waited again in the darkness, her eyes and earsv

~alert to every movement and sound.

ﬁooking through the field glasses, Southgate saw the light in the
instant before it went out. He walked to the head of the stairs and called
softly to LN. “Itfs time. She's reached the meadow." LN picked up Elvie and
carried him to the basement. She dropped him to»the-floor at the tunnel

entrance and he scampered inside, IN behind him,

In the mansion, Weber also saw the light, At once, a voice on
the Walkie Talkie informed him that Hannah had stopred and was looking into
the meadow, "Let her proceed," Weber instructed., "We don't want her, we want

Hound Dog."
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Hannah, her heart pumping, tighteniﬁer grip on the Suede bag of
diamonds; A whiff of wind grazed her cheeks. Then she heard Hound Dog's
voice again, this time low, almost a whisper, "Climb the fence aﬁd walk
on an’angle toward the back of the meadow. You'll apprﬁach a small clump
of trees, On the fronﬁ»edge, there's a Stump. Pléce the suede bag on top
and leave,"

Hannah, thankful for the Slacks and flat shoes she wore, clambered
over éhg_ﬁence and dropped down onto the dew covered grass of the clearing,
Cautiously, in the dark, she walked forward, the trees and buildings surfounding
the meadow silhouetted égainst the sky. Several times she stopped and
listened, took her bearings and - stepped out again. The amount of open
field'inffront of her diminished until there was no more. At the tree line,
she searched for the stump. When she saw it, she hésitated for only an
instant, then placed the suede bag on top, spun around and retraced her
Steps. She felt her feet grow heavier and she wanted to break into a run,

Only once, she looked back.

IN 1lif+ed Elvie into her arms again and half crawled into the
grave, where Gershon 1ifted her up until her waist was through the opening,
She gave Elvie a hug and lowered him %o the ground. His - - . _~white

left ear and four white_paws:h%%tl$%$gred with black shoe polish.



502

"Go," she commanded, "Go bring back the bag."
The: dog rushed away into the darlmess. 4 half minute later, he
reached the stump and jicked up the suede baggwith the diamonds, between
his teeth. He turned and staried back to IN,
At the edge of the meadow, beyond the copse, one of ‘ieber's
_men heard the noise, He turned, calling to others, and ran toward the stump,
where a shord tj.me/ before he'd seen Hannah leave the bag. Briefly, .

he thought he saw a small black form disappearing across the meadow. He

- . radioed Yieber.

"Turn on the floodlights," Weber shouﬂed. "Tarn on the floodlights.
They've spotted something." Instantly, just as Hannah reached the fence,
the meadow was awash with white 1igh‘b.‘She scrambled over, then turned to
watch. Men were everywhere, running back and forth like ants on a burning
log. They probed the empiy stump.

Far ahead of them, Elvie ran into LN outstretched arms, the bag still

tween his teefh. Quickiy she picked him up and dropped back into the grave out

of siéht. She took the bag from between his teeth and hurried into the
chamber. Gershon and Togo fit the block back into place and  braced it

with two by fours.

Hannah started for her car, her path illuminated by the floodlights.

"You," a harsh voice shouted. "Stop where you are."
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Hannah halted, thinking the tone of authority in any language
sounded the same. A aquad of men ran up and surrounded her. One of them
stepoed fdrward. "I'm Van Wéber, the Shelby county attorhey general, Have
you just rendezvoused with Hound Dog?"
"No," she answered honestly.
"Did you leave him a payment?"
Hannah hesitated.
"I thought so," Weber said without waiting for her reply.
One of the searchers ran up. "She left a package on a Stump over
there," he said pointing aeross the meadow. "Wé find nothing, however.
I thought I saw a dog." He pointed toward the mansion. "It ran off that
way." |
~ By now, Kyd Jordan had his camera crew at the fence. Weber saw it
and smiled at Hannah, "You gave us quite a chase," he said pleasantly.
“ "It was rather bizarre,“ she replied. "But I had to follow Hound Dog's
instructions, "
"I would have appreciated your cooperation,’ Weber continued.
"I'm sorr&. This wasn't illegal, however. The rayment is for the air
. time we bought at his auction."
Weber sighed, aware of her diplomatic immunity. He watched her
return to her car and drive away. Intuitively, he knew that his last chance to

capture Hound Dog had slipped through his fingers.
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As he vralked back toward the mansion, Uncle Tim, at his side,
asked, "does this mean you won't be going to Nashville as governor, that
I won't be chief of the state police?¥

Weber gave his relative a cold stare, "Just shut up, Uncle Tim,

Jjust shut up.”

B X



Chapter Forty Nine

It was well pést midnight when the four conspirators gathered
around the Trimbles' kitchen table to divide the diamonds. Southgate
opened the suede bag and removed a chamois pouch. He carefully poured
the sparkling gems onto the white table cloth, then meted out to each
his share.

The Trimbles' homecoming from Hawaii was only hours away, LN had arranged
for a limousine service to pick her up around eight-fifteen for the ride to
the .ai_rport, where the Trimbles were due to land an hour later. Evervone
knew that their work was cubt out for ’chem, 'that it was a race with time now
to finish.

As Southgate completed counting out the gems, however, LN suggested
that th_ey ought to do something for Margaret Jean since she'd played such
important roles in getting the X-rays é.nd influencing Axelbank's donation
to the library,.

"How abéut a diamond studded garter," Gershon offered. "fe could each
piﬁch in a stone."

They all roared with laughter,

"A wrist watch set in diamonds would be more practical and
appreciated," IN said, serious again.

505
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"Anyone object to a watch?"»Southgaﬁe asked, No one did. He turned
to LN, "Before we go to work again, there's one more ceremony we should
have," he said, placing a box wrapped in red riﬁbon in‘front of her, Inside,
IN found the money she has loaned the group to start its operation.

Quickly, after that, they donned work clothes, The men carried
several hundred pounds of ice into the basement from the van, which had been
used to pick it up from the icehouse an hour earlier. Then,fhey descented into
 the tunnel, more-than-ever a musty, dank, suliry hole that brought them to a
sweat fast. The men grunted as they dragged along the ice. IN carried the
flashlight and reached the chamber first. Gershon manuevered the. first
block of ice close the vault, then, he and IN aided the others.

Togo wiped his brow. "I'm.glad that's done," he said,'catchihg his
bma&..

“Southgaté turned on the lgser:and cut the ice into smaller pieces.
Working by flashlight, the men reﬁbved tﬁe two by fours propped against
the vault and, for the second time within a few hours, removed the concrete
tlock, Gershon and Togo entered the grave and peered out of the opening

overhead.
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"Everything is quint," they reported back. "Weber and the others
have cleared out."

The conspirators spread the ice over the vault floor and oulled
the coffin over in front of the grave with the winch. With two of them
on each side, they slowly slid the casket, topped by a spray of roses,
back into the grave over the ice.

They stood gazing into the shadowy tomb, their breath coming in
short spurts;

"Do we have time to rest for a few minutes," IN asked.

"Southgzte played a flashlight beam on his watch. It was three
ofclock. "I %hink so," he said.

A11 four of them sat down in a line against the wall. Five

minutes later Southgate was on his feet. "Now to seal the vault,” he

said.

"let's gzt as much ice and water out as we can first," Togo

- suggested. "¥2 can move around easier then.!
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* Togo and IN rose to join Southgate. Gershon dida't budge.

"I've been thinking abouﬁ that opening," he said. "Let's touch wp the
inside of the block with my homemode mold after itS'béck in place, then climb
out throqghfthe hole. That wouldlbe a real gasser,"

"God, that would be a nice touch," Southgate replied. ieber would never
figure it out." He paused and stroked his chin., "But it would be dangerous, Once
.the block is glued back in'place you're trapped inside Braceland. There'd be
no escape through the tunnel,™

Gershon nodded. "I considered that. But if Togo's game, I'd still like
to do it,." |

- "Why not?" Togo asked.

The epoxy had already been colored by Gershon to match the concrete
as closely as possible. Fe fose and ‘took the 1id off of the bucket and began
to brush the glue onto the edges of the concrete block. He worked quickly. When
three sides were dono, Southgate and Togo balanced the block on one of the
wooden boxes and Gershon swished his orush along *the bottom edge.

Hé'grabbed‘a bucket of his mold and placed it inside the vault., Then
the  three men moved: the block up next to the- openlng. Gershon and Togo criwled
into the vault and from there helped Southgate and IN guide the block back into
place,. - _

~Inside the charber, LNrswitched the floodlight back on and she and
Southgate pressed the block tightly against the beveled edge. They removed

the handles and thed filled in the holes with more epoxy. Nexi they

began to remove the egquipment.
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While this an3 going on, Togo was inside the vault patiently ﬁolding
the beam of a small flashlight on ’c.hé block for Gershon. He held his freé_
hand over the top of the lens to stop the - diffusion of the light upward and
out through the opening atop the grave. With -the touch of an artisdt,. Gershon
spread his mold solution over the concrete and into the hairline cracks left
from the cuts. |

nI{'s not Remorandt," he whispered %o Togo. "Bub, in its way; it's
a masterpiece,"

"Agfeed, " Togo replied emphatically. "To us it"s the most important
work of art in the world," | | |

nItd put its worth at jus’b short of four and a quarter million
_dollars," Gershon said with a chuckle.

Gershon work'ed‘ in silence ai‘ter’ that. He gave a dab here and a dab
there until he was completely satisfied. Then,after one last close inspection,
he turned and faced Togo.

nat's get out of here," he said.

Gershon gave ’T‘ogo a boest through the opening. With his hands once
’-o‘n the turf, Togo hauled himself the rest of the way. He mmedlatsly flat-
tened out  on his stomach and reached down in the grave to firzt pull up
Gershon's pail of urused mold and then help Gershon get out far enough to
1ift himself up the same way Togo had, | |

| They crouched on their haunches and looked at the guardhouse. There
was only one man in it now. They wamhed as he put a cup o his 11ps and
took & dm_nk of what they guessed was coffee. Togo bapped Gershon on the
shoulder and‘*;)oin't,_ed toward the Greek columms and the wall beyond with the

stained glass windows.
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In‘,the next instant, hé was up and walkiﬁ'g slowly straight
at ’c.hém. Gershon quicklvvfollowed. Once around the wall, they movedi
swiftly %“owards the fence and over it into Trimbles' yard. The job was
done and ther were safe. |
Togo rested against the boards. The Trinmbles' house was pitch
black. He wondered what time it was. He felt cold air against his chezls
and guessed it was neai‘ dawn, With Gershon beside him, he headed %towards the
basement door, which they found unlocked.
Insicde, Southgaté and LN were busy piling ejquipent near the
stairwell.. IN stopped when she saw Togo and hugged him.
"Mission accomplished,” Gershon reported,
That time is it?" ‘Togo asked.
MA 1ittle after five-thirty," replied Southgate. "Can you wnhoox
the power lines?" ' |
Mthat's left in the tunnel?" Togo asked.
‘Southgate took a-mental inventory. "The winch, the motor for the
laser, the floodlight, IN and I brought out mostly small stuff.”
| Let!s clear out everything we want before I cut off the power,"
Togo suggested.' "Te can use the floodlight. It's much easier to see by than
‘flashlights.®
A weary Southgate agreed.
.Dawn came while they were removing the winch, an operation that
took longer than anticipated. By £he fci;ne they finished ‘the sun was up. LN
went upstairs to pack and dress to go to the airport. In the basement the
three exhausted men dragged out the motor and finally the floodlight from

the bunnel,
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Upstairs the doorbell rang, Southgate looked at his watch.

Eight—-’o_en.. It must be the limousine driver, Southgate.ﬁen’b .‘bo the  top
~of fhe‘stgirs and called softly to IN.

"You'd better telephone us before you leivé the airport," he
told her, "This is going to go right down to the wire."

IN agreed. VWhen the front door -
fclosed behind her, © he returned to the basement. Togo was in the laundry
room and for the next half hour undid the wiring he'd . . tapped
into the fusebox a month earlier, He and Gershon rolled up the wire as far

as the tunnel entrance, Togo suggested to Southgate that they leave
the rest.,

"It would save time," he said,

While Togo pulled out the éiring, Gershon: and Southgate
loaded the equipment into the van, That brought them dovm to the final
chore- blocking up the basement wall and replacing the wood paneling.
Southgate looked at his watch again, It was almost nine o'clock.

Gershon ripped out the wooden framework at the entrance to the tunnel
while Togo prepared the pre-mixed cement.. Southgate piled the cinderblocks
next to the opening, Within minutes, Togo was slapping the morter between
the blocks and dﬁosing the - passageway. In a short time the new wall was
waist high, |

Southgate racedup to. the kitchen to await LH's call. When the

phone rang minutes 1éter, the tunnel had just been closed,
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"The Trimbles are anxious to get»hobe s" Southgate heard IN
say, "We're waiting for their luggage. But I'don't think I can stall
‘Z:hem ‘without raising their suspicions. " -
"Jesus," Southgate exclaimed. "We need a half hour. You've got
to give us that., Present them with the monéy for your household expenses."
"A11l right," LN replied. "I’ﬁ's‘ nine-thirty., I promise I'_ won't
get them there before ten."
"Check," Southgate said and hung up.,
Ee hurried back domn to the basement, "We've got thirty minutes,".
he said, "That's all,®
| "We 11 make it," Togo said..
iTe have ‘o .be out of’her_e in thirty minutes," Southgate repeated,
"Not just finishing up."
Gerspon éawed the two by fours needed to rebuild the studs behind
the paneling. Together, he and Togo pounded them into place, Southgate
stood nearby holding the paneling. He looked a% his watch, Nine-forty s:’x..
Gershoh drove home the last nail needed to cecure the frame. Togo grabtbed .
~the ot'er side of Southgate's panel and together they guide_dit into .
place.
Gershon was ready with the finishing nails. Carefully, he pounded
them in around the panel edges and finally couniersank them with a nail

punch. It seemed an eternity to all of them before he finished. The time

was nine fifty-four.
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"~ For a few brief seconds they stepped back to ‘examine their
work, Evecryone was satisfied. Théy ‘snatched up the toolé and few remaining
scraps of wood and rén up the stairs, two at a time, Gershon started |
the van while Southgate opened the garage door. Togo tossed the tools
and scraps into the back of the van and climbed in,
Gershon pulled out and stopped in the driveway., The garage.door

went down one second and the next Southgate was beside Gershon and Togo
in the front seat,

The &an coasted down the incline ani ﬁtrngd right into Dolan
drive. Just as it neared the corner with U.S. 51 a black limousine
turned the corner, Inside, IN and the Trimbles were seen

in animated conversation. The van rolled on unnoticed.

Gershon wiped the perspiration from his forehead with his

shirt sleeve and said fervently, "I'11l never set foot in a basement

again,"

Hannah stood in front of the ¥usic Gate at Graceland, a warm spring
wind gently ruffling her hair as a CBC ‘technician fastened a small microphone
to her ﬁhitebblouse;-The Saturday afternoon sun played on her face. Around

her,the sidewalk was crowded with fans held back from the broadcast area by

police~attended ropes.
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Clay Granger, his headset in place, checked the fime and signaled
to Kyd Jordan., He walked over to Hannah "Jordan will introduce you;" he
- said, "ihen I pbint to you, you're on." Hannah nodded, then gave a quick,
,upbsat wave to four people clustered just inside the ropes near the
cameras. They were Southgate, IN, Togo and Gershon, who she'd asked as her
special guests,

Soon, she heard Jordan'é voice saying, "This is a special CBC news
report.” As the famed newscastér described the scene and recalled the drama
of -the auction, she watched Granger. When he signéled‘ her, she looked

straight into the caﬁéras and said:

"Twp'hours ago, after thiS<envelope in my hand was delivered, Hound
Dog directed me by his frequency hopper to return here to Elvis! home. His
purpose, he said, was two fold. One, for me to utilize the two minutes my
éountny purchased and, secondly, to disclose the whereabouts of Elvis,

"Three nights ago on the stage of ‘the Orpheum theater here in
Memphis; Mehdi Majali of the Palestine Liberation Grganization pleaded for

:a Palestinian state and‘said 'we have the sare right to a native land as
others.! This is a natural desire which Israelis understand and wonder why
many Arab leaders don't recognize Israelis right to éxist also. We, too,

say that we have the same right to a native land as othsrs.
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"So, we both plead for the same end. But centuries of warfare
have Qbscured these identical desires and long ago it becamé easier to
hate. Our God told ‘oses '...thou shalt give life for life, tooth for
tooth, eye for eye, hand for hend, foot for foot, burning for bﬁrning;'
Progressively, as weapons become more destructive, this becomes less
practical,

"Today, my government asks me to suggest that the philosophy of an

eye for an eye be put behind us by both sides. It's time to terminate
long standing policies of stalemate and cooperate for a peace which 1s as
essential for the rest of the world as for Arabs and Jews. Israel is willing.
"fe hope a charitable world will help us. Thank you."

After‘a momentary pause, Hannah tore open the envelope and unfolded
a typewritten note. Scanning it quickly, she then read aloud, "On the hill
behind vou the king is back in his tomb."

As the cameras followed them, Hannah and Jordan hurried up the drive

to the grave. Peering inside they saw the coffin covered by *the spray of roses.

‘A note attached to the flowers read: "fe love you Elvis. Hound Dog and -

friends. TCB."
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Epilogue

A story can bé taken only so far, of course. So, one doesn't
know if everyone lived happily ever after. The conspirators were'certainly
ecstétic that 1ast>Saturday morning in Mbm@his once their caper was
successfully over and they continue to be good friends. Despite their new
wealth, all* four are still at Delta colleze., They seem more relieved with
the security they have now than anything else,

AS‘you probably suspect, Togo and LN were married and the relationship
between Margaret Jean and Axelbank continues to mellow, Hannah and Southgate -

'are still_tﬁying to get together.vAfter all of his orneriness and balking
about the library, AXelbank is better off ﬁhan ever, He's looked upon as a
hgro by Elvis fan élubs and his empire continues to grow,

Needless to say, Wéber didn't run for governor. He realized his image
was ‘tarnished badly by the inéptness,of his investigation of Hound Dog, Al-
though everyone else has feturned to ﬁ§rmal living, he continues to pursue
his pet theory that a transfer of coffins toock pléce. He's checked out the
buyer of every copper casket around the time Elvis! body was moved to Grace-

/1and. Carrie Westfall had died later, of course, and there was the matter of
her cremation on récord.

Glearer Westfall, by the way, shows unrestrained joy everytime he

walks by the Alan Axelbank Library for Elvis Presley Studies. If he suspects

‘any shenanigans with his late wife'!s body he doesn't voice them.
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So, life goes on, Just the other dzy we heard a radio broadcast

’ 'v‘vt:ha’o we susrect may be reléte_d to our conspirators. After all, Elvis
, helped_tham out immeasurably. We iook the irouble to pick up the trans-—
script from St#tion WKTU:

HI, THIS IS YOUR ARbUND—THE—TOWN REPORTER, VINCE HMANGELLO,

-SOMETHING MIGHTY CURIOUS IS GOING ON OUT NEAR GRACELAND’IN THIS
CITY. SOMEONE, AND NO ONE WILL SAY WHO THAT SOMEONE 1S, HAS BOUGHT THE
SHOPPING CENTER ACROSS FROM THE MANSION OF THE LATE ELVIS PRESLEY,

TRO STORES IN THE MIDDLE OF THE PLAZA HAVE BEEN RAZED. SEVERAL DOZEN
WORKMEN SWARM OVER THE SITE, THEY ARE BUILDING, ON SEPARATE FOUNDATIONS
ABOUT ONE HUNDRED FEET APART, MT LOOKS LIKES T7O HUGE SHOES. EACH “'SHOE"
IS NEARLY SEVEN ‘FEET LONG.  SHOES THAT SIZE ‘*;‘{OULD FIT A PERSON AN INCREDIBLE
'FOUR HUNDRED FEET HIGH.

WHAT CAN IT MEAN? A STATUE? THE FORFMAN ON THE JOB REFUSED TO SHOW
US HIS BLUEPRINTS AND SAYS HE HAS NO CO'MENT.

SEE YOU TOMORROY = = - AROUND THE TOWN.

Someone, it ‘seems, is still taking care of business,
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